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SALOMÉ 

DRAME  EN  UN  AtTB 


CoMPMTO  In  1801  In  tha  French  language,  Salomé  ma  not 
wntten  for  Madame  Sarah  Bernhardt,  but  «ras  accepted  by  her 
for  production  at  the  Palace  Théâtre,  London,  in  1H92,  when  s 
licence  was  refused  by  the  Censor.  The  play  vus  (ir»t  performed 
by  the  Théâtre  de  L'Œuvre,  Paris,  in  18»6.  Private  perform- 
ances hâve  been  given,  in  î'iigland,  by  the  New  Stage  Club  in 
1905,  and  by  the  Literary  Théâtre  Club  in  100(i.  The  opéra 
of  Dr.  Richard  Strauss  was  first  produced  in  Dresden  in  1905  ; 
an  incomplète  teil  is  used  for  the  score.  The  dramatic  and' 
literary  rights  are  proteeted  in  every  langnage.  The  original 
and  complète  French  dramatic  version,  hère  reprinted,  is  the 
literary  and  dramatic  property  of  Robert  Ross.  The  German 
dramatic  rights  are  vested  with  Herr  Ludwig  Bloch.  The  right 
of  English  translation  Is  the  property  of  Mr.  John  Lane. 
Exclusive  of  the  operatic  version,  the  play  is  published  and 
oonstantly  performed  In  eleven  différent  languages. 


Kril  Fublilked,  1893— 

Pcrii  :  Librairir  de  F  Art  indépendant,        1 

London:  Elkin  Mathewt  and  John  Lane.      \ 
Engliih  Tramlalion  6y  Lord  Al/rtd  Douglas,  with  Pietarei 

by  AuDrev  BeardiUy,  1894.     Bkin  Stalhim  and  John 

Lane, 
New  Edition  of  Ençliah  translation,  with  Introduction  by 

Robert  Ross,  1906.     John  Lane  and  Co. 
firtt  Puilisktd  bg  Methuen  wnd  Co,,  1907. 


A   MON  AMI 
PIEKKE    LOUYS 


mi 


PERSONNES 

HÉRODE  ANTIPAS.  Tétrarque  de  Judée 

lOKANAAN,  le  prophète 

LE  JKUNE  SYRIEN-,  capitaine  de  la  garde 

TIGELLIN,  un  jeune  Romain 

UN  CAPPADOCIEN 

UN  NUBIEN 

PREMIER  SOLDAT 

SECOND  SOLDAT 

LE  PAGE  DHÉltODIAS 

DES  JUIFS,  DES  NAZARÉENS,  etc. 

UN  ESCLAVE 

NAAMAN,  le  bourreau 

HÉRODIAS,  Femme  du  Tétrarque 

SALOMÉ,  fille  d'Hérodias 

LES  ESCLAVES  DE  SALOMÉ 


SCÈNE 
LE   JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Comme  la  princesse  Salomé  est  belle  ce  soir  1 

LE   PAGE   d'hÉRODIAS 

Regardez  la  lune.  La  lune  a  l'air  très 
étrange.  On  dirait  une  femme  qui  sort  dun 
tombeau.  Elle  ressemble  à  une  femme  morte. 
On  dirait  qu  elle  cherche  des  morts. 

LE   JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Elle  a  l'air  très  étrange.  Elle  ressemble  à 
une  petite  princesse  qui  porte  un  voile  jaune, 
et  a  des  pieds  d'argent.  Elle  ressemble  à  une 
princesse  qui  a  des  pieds  comme  des  petites 
colombes  blanches  ...  On  dirait  qu'elle  danse. 
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SALOMÉ 

LE   PAGE   d'hÉHODIAS 

Elle  est  comme  une  femme  morte.  Elle 
va  très  lentement.  IBruit  dans  la  salU  dt 
festin.'] 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Quel  vacarme!  Qui  sont  ces  bêtes  fauves 
qui  hurlent  ? 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Les  Juifs.  Ils  sont  toujours  ainsi.  C'est 
sur  leur  religion  qu'ils  discutent. 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Pourquoi  discutent-ils  sur  leur  religion  ? 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Je  ne  sais  pas.  Ils  le  font  toujours  .  .  . 
Ainsi  les  Pharisiens  affirment  qu'il  y  a  des 
anges,  et  les  Sadducéens  disent  que  les  anges 
n'existent  pas. 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Je  trouve  que  c'est  ridicule  de  discuter  sur 
de  telles  choses. 

LE   JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Comme  la  princesse  Salomé  est  belle  ce  soir 

LE   PAGE   D'hÉRODIAS 

Vous  la  regardez  toujours.   Vous  la  regardez 
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SALOMÊ 
i"Çon  ...  Il  peut  amver  un  malheur. 

I^  JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Elle  est  très  belle  ce  soir. 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Le  tétrarque  a  l'air  sombr«s. 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Oui,  il  a  l'air  sombre. 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Il  regarde  quelque  chose. 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Il  regarde  quelqu'un. 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Qui  regarde-t-il  1 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Je  ne  sais  pas. 

IJ:   jeune   SYRIEN 

Comme  la  princesse  est  pâlel  Jamais  je  ne 

o  AT  "'t^T    ^"'  '''''""^^^  «"  '^fl^t  d'une 
rose  blanche  dans  un  miroir  d'argent 

l^  PAGE   D'hÉEODIAS 

^n  ne  faut  pas  la  regarder.     Vous  la  regardez 


C'est  la  femme  du 


SALOMÉ 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Hérodias  a  versé  à  boire  au  tétrarque. 

LE   CAPPADOCIEN 

C'est  la  reine  Hérodias,  celle-là  qui  porte  la 
mitre  noire  semée  de  perles  et  qui  a  les  che- 
veux poudrés  de  bleu  ? 

PREMIER  SOLDAT 

Oui,   c'est   Hérodias. 
tétrarque. 

SECOND  SOLD4T 

Le  tétrarque  aime   beaucoup   le  vin.     Il 

possède  des  vins  de  trois  espèces.  Un  qui 

vient  de  l'île  de  Samothrace,  qui  est  pourpre 
comme  le  manteau  de  César. 

LE   CAPPADOCIEN 

Je  n'ai  jamais  vu  César. 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Un  autre  qui  vient  de  la  ville  de  Chypre, 
qui  est  jaune  comme  de  l'or. 

LE   CAPPADOCIEN 

J'aime  beaucoup  l'cr. 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Et  le  troisième  qui  est  un  vin  sicilien.    Ce 
vin-là  est  rouge  comme  le  sang. 
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SALOMÉ 

us  NUBIEN 

Les  dieux  de  mon  pays  aiment  beaucoup  le 
sang.  Deux  fois  par  an  nous  leur  sacrifions 
des  jeunes  liommes  et  des  vierges  :  cinquante 
jeunes  hommes  et  cent  vierges.  Mais  il  semble 

ZfTTr  ''"  "^"""""^  J"™""  ««^.  ««'  il" 
sont  très  durs  envers  nous. 

I.E   CAPPADOCIEN 

«n^7'  »""  P*^"  "  "'y  "  P""  '^e  «'!':"''  ^  pré- 
sent les  Romams  les  ont  chassés.  Il  y  en  a 
qui  disent  qu;ils  se  sont  réfugiés  dans  les  mon- 
tagnes, mais  je  ne  le  crois  pas.  Moi.  j'ai  passé 
trois  nurts  sur  les  montagnes  les  cherchant 
partout  Je  ne  les  a.  pas  trouvés.  Enfin,  je  les 
ai  appelés  par  leurs  noms  et  ils  n'ont  pas  paru 
Je  pense  qu'ils  sont  morts. 

PREMIER  SOLDAT 

Les  Juifs  adorent  un  Dieu  qu'on  ne  peut 
pas  voir.  *^ 

LE   CAPPADOCIEN 

Je  ne  peux  pas  comprendre  cela. 

PREMIER  SOLDAT 

Enfin,  ils  ne  croient  qu'aux  choses  qu'on  ne 
peut  pas  voir. 
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SALOMB 

ut   CAPPADOCIEN 

Cela  me  semble  absolument  ridicule, 
i^  Toix  d'iokanaan 

Après  moi  viendra  un  autre  encore  plus 
puissant  que  moi.  Je  ne  suis  pas  digne  même 
de  délier  la  courroie  de  ses  sandales.  Quand 
U  viendra  la  terre  déserte  se  réjouira.     Elle 

verront  le  jour,  et  les  oreilles  des  sourds 
seront  ouvertes  ...  Le  nouveau-né  mettra  sa 
main  sur  le  nid  des  dragons,  et  mènera  les 
lions  par  leurs  crmières. 

■ECOND  SOLDAT 

F-iites-le  taire, 
absurdes. 

PBEMIER   SOLDAT 

Mais  non;  c'est  un  saint  homme.  Il  est 
très  doux  aussi.  Chaque  jour  je  lui  donne  à 
manger.     Il  me  remercie  toujours. 

LE  CAPPADOCIEN 

Qui  est-ce? 

FHEMIER   SOLDAT 

C'est  un  prophète, 
10 


Il  dit  toujours  des  choses 


SALOMfi 

I^   CAPPABOCIEN 

Quel  est  son  nom  f 

PHEMIEK  SOLDAT 

lokanaan. 

I-E   CAPPADOCIEN 

D'où  vient-il  ? 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Du  désert,  où  il  se  nourrissait  de  sauterelles 
et  de  miel  sauvasre.  Il  était  vêtu  de  poiî  d! 
.  hameau  et  autour  de  ses  reins  il  portS^^^une 
ceinture  de  cu:r.  Son  aspect  étaittrès  farouche 

S"d\S"eï  '"""' "^  ™*-     "'-*-^- 

U:   CAPPADOCIEN 

De  quoi  parle-t-il  f 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

d«^r„l  "!<  ""'°"'  J"™""-  Quelquefois  U  dit 
des  choses  épouvantables,  mais  il  est  impossiWe 
de  le  comprendre.  "ipossiDJe 

LE  CAPPADOCIEN 

Peut-on  le  voir  î 

PREMIER  SOLDAT 

Non.  Le  tétrarque  ne  le  permet  pas. 

Il 
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SALUM£ 

Ut  JBUNE  SYRIEN 

I^  princesse  a  caché  son  visage  derrière  son 
éventail  1  Ses  petites  mains  biimches  s'agitent 
comme  des  colombes  qui  s'envolent  vers  leur» 
colombiers.  Elles  ressemblent  h  des  papillons 
blancs.  Elles  sont  tout  à  fait  comme  des 
papillons  blancs. 

LE    PAGE   D'hÉKOI  lAS 

Mais  qu'est-ce  que  cela  vous  fait  ?  Pourquoi 
la  regarder  ?  Il  ne  faut  pas  la  regarder  .  . .  H 
peut  arriver  un  mallieur. 

LE  CAPPADOCIEN  [montrant  la  cùerneS 
Quelle  étrange  prison  I 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

C'est  une  ancienne  citerne. 

LE  CAPPADOCIEN 

Ure  ancienne  citerne  1  cela  doit  être  tt*s 
malsain. 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Mais  non.  Par  exemple,  le  frère  du  tétrar- 
que,  son  frère  aîné,  le  premier  mari  de  la  reine 
Hdrodias,  a  été  enfermé  là-dedans  pendant 
douze  années  II  n'en  est  pas  mort  A  la  fin  il 
a  fallu  1  étrangler. 
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SALOMÉ 

li  CAPPADOCIEK 

L'étrangler  î  Qui  a  osé  faire  cela  f 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

[m.>H/raHr  Ubourieau,  un  grand  niryA 
Celui-là  \aaman. 

us  CAPPADOCIEN 

Il  n'a  pas  eu  peur  ? 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Mais  non.    Le  tétrarque  lui  a  envoyé  la 

LE  CAPP/DOCIEN 

Quelle  bague  f 

SECOND  SOLDAT 

La  bague  de  la  mort.  Ainsi,  il  n'a  pas  eu 

lE  CAPPADOCIEN 

Cependant,  c'est  terrible  d'étrangler  un  roi. 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

les^-rstL^nr""'""*^"'"" -"•-'"- 

I.E   CAPPADOCIEN 

Il  me  semble  que  c'est  terrible. 
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SALOM£ 

Ll  JEUNE  ITRIEN 

Mai»  la  prinreMe  se  lèvel  Elle  quitte  lu 
table!  Elle  a  lair  très  ennuyée.  Ahl  elle 
vient  par  ici.  Oui.  elle  vient  vers  nous. 
Comme  elle  est  pAle.  Jamait  je  n'.  lai  vue  si 
p&le . . . 

LE    PACIE    D'HI^;R()DIAa 

Ne  la  ref^ardcz  pus. 
la  re)(arder. 

LE  JP.UNE  srniF.N 

Elle  est  con'me  une  colombe  qui  s'est 
^garde  .  .  .  Elle  est  comme  un  narcisse  nfrité 
du  vent  .  .  .  Elle  ressemble  à  une  fleur 
d  ar(;ent. 

l&'nert  SALOui.] 

■AI.OMÉ 

Je  ne  resterai  pas.  Je  ne  peux  pas  rester. 
Pourquoi  le  tétrarque  me  regarde-t-il  toujours 
avec  ses  yeux  de  taupe  sous  ses  paupières 
tremblantes  î  .  .  .  C'est  étrange  que  le  mari 
de  ma  mère  me  regarde  comme  cela.  Je  ne 
sais  pas  ce  que  cela  veut  dire. . .  Au  fait,  si.  je 
le  sais. 

I.E   JEUNE   SYniEN 

Vous  venez  de  quitter  le  festin,  princesse  î 


SALOMfi 

■AI.OM< 

re  pirel  Là-dedans  ,|  y  ,  de»  Juift  de  J^-ru- 
Mlem    qui    se   ddcl.irent  à  cau«   de    leur» 
"d.c..les    Cérémonie.,    et    des    barbares    , , 
bo  vent    oujours  et  jettent   leur  vin  s„r   ë 

yeux  peints  et  leurs  joues  fardée»,  et  leur» 
cheveux  Jr.sé»  en  spirale»,  et  de»  Égyptien" 
.lenceux.  subtils,  avec  leur»  ongles  de  jade  e 
eur»  manteaux  brun»,  et  de,  Uom.int  avec 

1ht  """''"'i '-'  '--l--.  'e..rs  «ros  m„tt 
Ah  I  que  je  déteste  les  Romains  !  Ce  sont  des 
gen»  communs,  et  ils  se  donnent  des  airs  de 
grands  »eigneurs. 

LE   JEUNK   SYRIEN 

Ne  voulez-vou»  pas  vou»  ,s»eoir.  princesse  ? 

LE   PAGE   D'IIIÎHODIAS 

Pourquoi  lui  parler?  Pourquoi  la  regarder? 
...  Uh  I  11  va  arriver  un  malheur. 

•ALOMÉ 

Que  c'est  bon  de  voir  la  lune  I  Elle  ressemble 
à  une  petite  pièce  de  monnaie.  On  dirait  une 
toute  petue  «eur  d'argent.  Elle  est  froide  et 
chaste.  1.  lune  ...  Je  suis  sûre  qu'elle  est 


SALOMÉ 

vierge.     Elle  a  la  beauté  dune  vierge  . 
Oui    elle  est   vierge.     Elle    ne  s'est  jamais 
souillée.     Elle  ne   s'est  jamais   donnée  aux 
hommes,  comme  les  autres  Déesses. 
I.A  VOIX  d'iokanaan 

Il  est  venu,  le  Seigneur  I  II  est  venu,  le  fils 
de  l'Homme.  Les  centaures  se  sont  cachés 
dans  les  rivières,  et  les  sirènes  ont  quitté  les 
rivières  et  couchent  sous  les  feuilles  dans  les 
forêts. 

SALOMÉ 

Qui  a  crié  cela  ? 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

C'est  le  prophète,  princesse; 

8AL0MÉ 

Ah  !  le  prophète.   Celui  dont  le  tétrarque  a 
peur  ?  ^ 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Nous  ne  savons  rien   de   cela,  princesse. 
C  est  le  prophète  lokanaan. 

LE   JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Voulez-vous  que  je  commande  votre  litière, 
princesse  ?  Il  fait  très  beau  dans  le  jardin 
16  ■" 


SALOMÉ 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Princrse"'  "'"''^^"""^  J»-»-  ee  qu'il  dit. 

SAI.OJfÉ 

Oui,  il  dit  des  Choses  n.o„strueuses  d'elle. 

«JN  ESCLAVE 

aufei:;;:"^''^*^*-'!— priederetourner 

SALOMÉ 

Je  n'y  retournerai  pas. 

I-E   JEUNE   SVRIEN 
SALOMÉ 

Est-ce  un  Vieillard,  le  prophète? 

I.E   JEUNE   SYBIEN 

Princesse,    il    vanHi-oii. 
Per.ettez..„oi  deZtlconTurr:.  '^"'"'-- 

SALOU;^ 

Le  Drophète...est.ce  un  vieillard? 
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SALOMÉ 

FREMIER   SOLDAT 

Non,  princesse,  c'est  un  tout  jeune  homme. 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

On  ne  le  sait  pas.  Il  y  en  a  qui  disent  que 
c'est  Élie  ? 

SALUMÉ 

Qui  est  Élie  ? 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Un  très  ancien  prophète  de  ce  pays,  prin- 
cesse. 

UN   ESCLAVE 

Quelle  réponse  dois-je  donner  au  tétrarque 
de  la  part  de  la  princesse  ? 

LA   VOIX   d'iOKANAAN 

Ne  te  réjouis  point,  terre  de  Palestine, 
parce  que  la  verge  de  celui  qui  te  frappait  a 
été  brisée.  Car  de  la  race  du  serpent  il  sortira 
un  basilic,  et  ce  qui  en  naîtra  dévorera  les 
oiseaux. 

SALOMÉ 

Quelle  étrange  voix  !  Je  voudrais  bien  lui 
parler. 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

J'ai  peur  que  ce  soit  impossible,  princesse. 
18 


SALOMÉ 

même  défendu  au  grand  prêtre  de  lui  parler. 

SALOMÉ 

Je  veux  lui  parler. 

rBEMIER   SOLDAT 

C'est  imnossible,  princesse. 

SALOMÉ 

Je  le  veux. 
U!  JEUNE  syaiEN 

SALOMÉ 

Faites  sortir  le  prophète. 

PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Nous  n'osons  pas,  princesse. 

SALOMÉ    [s-a/^^-aciani    de    la    citerne    et    y 
regardant]  "    > 

être  terrible' H'-f*  T  ''■''^'^«"-  ^ela  doit 
être  terrible  d être  dans  un  trou  si  noir!  Cela 
ressemble  à  une  tombe  . .  .  [aux  wZl  Vot 
ne  m  avez  pas  entendnpî  p.;*  ,  "J.  *  °"s 
veuxlevoii.  Faites-le  sortir.  Je 


m 
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SALOMÉ 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Je  vous  prie,  princesse,  de  ne  pas  nous 
demander  cela. 

SALOMÉ 

Vous  me  faites  attendre. 

PREMIER  SOLDAT 

Princesse,  nos  vies  vous  appartiennent,  mais 
nous  ne  pouvons  pas  faire  ce  que  vous  nous 
demandez  .  .  .  Enfin,  ce  n'est  pas  à  nous  qu'il 
faut  vous  adresser. 

SALOMÉ  [regardant  le  jeune  Syrien] 
Ahl 

LE    PAGE   D'hÉRODIAS 

Oh  !  qu'est-ce  qu'il  va  arriver  ?  Je  suis  sûr 
qu'il  va  arriver  un  mallieur. 

SALOMÉ  [s  approchant  du  jeune  Syrien^ 

Vous  ferez  cela  pour  moi,  n'est-ce  pas, 
Narraboth  ?  Vous  ferez  cela  pour  moi  ?  J'n; 
toujours  été  douce  pour  vous.  N'est-ce  pas 
que  vous  ferez  cela  pour  moi  ?  Je  veux  seule- 
ment le  regarder,  cet  étrange  propliète.  On 
a  tant  parlé  de  lui.  J'ai  si  souvent  entendu 
le  tétrarque  parler  de  lui.  Je  pense  au'il  a 
peur  de  lui,  le  tétrarque.  Je  suis  sûre  qu'il 
20 


SALOMÉ 

peur  ?  ^"^  """^  ""'''  ''""S  en  avez 

LE   JEUNfE   SYRIEN 
SALOMÉ 

tomber  une  petite  flp„r  rT  '  ^      '""'"^i 

fleur  verte  P""""  ''°"''  "''^  Petite 

LE   JEUXE   SYRIEN 

Princesse,  je  ne  peux  pas.  je  ne  peux  pas. 
SALOMÉ  [sourianq 

savez  bi/r^  "^'^  P°"'  '"°''  Narraboth.  Vous 
savez  bien  que  vous  ferez  cela  pour  moi    Ft 

regarderai.  NarraÏo  1,  t '"°"'''''""'  •*"  ^""^ 
Ét«      i>       ^^frrabotli.je  vous  sourirai   nent 
être.     Regardez-moi,   Narraboth.     KegS." 
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SALOMË 

moi.  Ali  I  vous  savez  bien  que  vous  allez  faire 
ce  que  je  vous  demande.  Vous  le  savez  bien, 
n'est-ce  pas  ? .  .  .  Moi,  je  sais  bien. 

LE  JEUNE   SYHIEN 

[faisant  un  signe  au  troisième  soldaf\ 
Faites  sortir  le  prophète  ...  La  princesse 
Salomé  veut  le  voir. 

SALOMÉ 

Ahl 

LE   PAGE   d'h!5rODIAS 

Oh!  comme  la  lune  a  l'air  étrange!  On 
dirait  la  main  d'une  morte  qui  cherche  à  se 
couvrir  avec  un  linceul. 

LE   JEUNE   SYI.IEN 

Elle  a  l'air  très  étrange.  On  dirait  une 
petite  princesse  qui  a  des  yeux  d'ambre.  A 
travers  les  nuages  de  mousseline  elle  sourit 
comme  une  petite  princesse. 

[Le  prophète  sort  de  la  citerne.  Salomé  le 
regarde  et  recule,^ 

IQKANAAN 

Où  est  celui  dont  la.  coupe  d'abominations 
est  déjà   pleine?  Où  est  celui  qui  en  robe 
d'argent    mourra    un    jour   devant    tout    le 
22 


SALOMÉ 

peuple  î  Dites-lui  de  venir  afin  qu'il  puisse 
entendre  la  voix  de  celui  qui  a  erié  da^s  es 
déserts  et  dans  les  palais  des  rois. 

SALOMÉ 

De  qui  parle-t-il  ? 

LE  JEUNE   SYRIEN 

On  ne  sait  jamais,  princesse. 

lOKANAAN 

Où   est  ceUe  qui  ayant  vu   des   hommes 
pemts  sur  la  muraille,  des  images  de  CM 

eSorterl?  "'"  '"  -uleurs.  sest  laissée 
emporter  à  la  concupiscence  de  ses  yeux,  et  a 
envoyé  des  ambassadeurs  en  Clmldée  ? 

SALOMÉ 

C'est  de  ma  mère  qu'il  parle. 

LE   JEUNE   SYHIEN 

Mais  non,  princesse. 

SALOMÉ 

Si.  c'est  de  ma  mère. 

lOKANAAN 

Où  est  celle  qui  s'est  abandonnée  aux  capi- 
tames  des  Assyriens,  qui  ont  des  baudriers  sur 
les  rems,  et  sur  la  tête  des  tiares  de  différentes 
couleurs?  Où  est  celle  qui  s'est  abandonne 
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SALOMÉ 

aux  jeunes  hommes  d'Éjfypte  qui  sont  vCtus 
de  lin  et  d'hyacintiie,  et  portent  des  boucliers 
d'or  et  des  casques  d'argent,  et  qui  ont  de 
grands  corps?  Dites-lui  de  se  lever  de  la 
couche  de  son  impuriicité,  de  sa  couche  inces- 
tueuse, afin  qu'elle  puisse  entendre  les  paroles 
de  celui  qui  pré|)arc  1»  voie  du  Seigneur  ;  afin 
qu'elle  se  repente  de  ses  péchds.  Quoiqu'elle 
ne  se  repentira  jamais,  mais  restera  dans  ses 
abominations,  dites-lui  de  venir,  car  le  Sei- 
gneur a  son  fléau  dans  la  main. 

BAl.OMÉ 

Mais  il  est  terrible,  il  est  terrible. 

LE   JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Ne  restez  pas  ici,  princesse,  je  vous  en  prie. 

SALOMÉ 

Ce  sont  les  yeux  surtout  qui  sont  terribles. 
On  dirait  des  trous  noirs  laisst<s  par  des  flam- 
beaux sur  une  tapisserie  de  Tyr.  On  dirait 
des  cavernes  noires  où  demeurent  des  dragons, 
des  cavernes  noires  d'Egypte  où  les  dragons 
trouvent  leur  asile.  On  dirait  des  lacs  noirs 
troublés  par  des  lunes  fantastiques.  . .  Pensez- 
vous  qu'il  parlera  encore  î 
24 


SALOj»!B 

^  JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Ne  restez  pas  ici.  princesse  I  T- 
ne  pas  rester  ici.       ^""''^^^  '  Je  vous  prie  de 

«AI.OMÉ 

-'-nt,.e\,,„J      ;--;?" 'est  chaste^ 

^■"•«ent.  SacimirdoitPt^lt  w  *  ""  '"''J'"'» 
de  l'ivoire  . . .  Je  ^^ux  it     *''^^/'°'''«.  comme 
••'e  veux  le  regarder  de  près. 

tE  JEUNE   SYRIEN 

A'on.  non.  princesse  l 

«ALOMÉ 

IJ^-t  que  je  le  regarde  de  près. 

ï^  JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Princesse  J  Princesse  I 

lOKANAAN 

regarde-t-elle  avec  ses    î  i""''!""'  me 

paupières  dorées  ?  Je  „„  ,.,?*  °'"  """^  ''^s 
"«  veux  pas  le  savi  "  D^C  d'"' ■''"'•  "^« 
Cenestp.sàellequeje:lï;î-"""^'- 
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SAI.OMÉ 

•ALOMtf 

Je  suis  Salumé,  fille  d'Hérodias,  princesse 
de  Judée. 

lOKANAAN 

Arrière  I  Fille  de  Babylone  I  N'approchez 
pas  de  l'élu  du  Seigneur.  Ta  mère  u  rempli 
la  terre  du  vin  de  ses  iniquités,  et  le  cri  de  ses 
péchés  est  arrivé  aux  oreilles  de  Dieu 

SALOMÉ 

Parle  encore,  lokanaan.  Ta  voix  m'enivre. 

LE   JEUNE   SYRIEN 

Princesse  I  Princesse  1  Princesse  I 

SAI.OMÉ 

Mais  parle  encore.  Parle  encore,  lokanaan, 
et  dis-moi  ce  qu'il  faut  que  je  fasse. 

10  K  AN  A  AN 

Ne  m'approchez  pas,  fille  de  Sodome,  mais 
couvrez  votre  visage  avec  un  voile,  et  mettez 
des  cendres  sur  votre  tête,  et  allez  dans  le 
désert  chercher  le  fils  de  l'Homme. 

SALOMÉ 

Qui  est-ce,   le  fils   de    l'Homme?    Est-il 
aussi  beau  que  toi,  lokanaan  ? 
26 


SALOAIB 

I^   JEUNE   SVBIEN 

Pri..cesse.je  VOUS  supplie  de  rentwl 

lOKANAAN 

«rniver    i^ii,   cherches-tu   dann  ».»»   :„ 
monde  db  ai<  ?        r     ■        ,  *  '^^^  ""- 

en  rob?dtg:„t„.[;^;rvtu!'"^^"' '"«'-'• 

•ALOSrÉ 

lokanaan  t 

ÏOKANAAl» 

Qui  parle  f 

SALOMÉ 

lokanaan  !  Je  suis  amoureuse  de  ton  corn. 
I  on  corps  est  blanc  comme  le  lis  Îu^^^réTe 
le  faucheur  n'a  jamais  fauché.     Toùcorps  e  t 

X~o'ret:re!^""^''-^^-'^^^^ 

-ned^rf-sJ^-^-ttef;^: 
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s A LOMÉ 

ton  corps.  Ni  les  roses  du  jardin  de  la  reine 
d'Arabie,  ni  les  pieds  de  l'aurore  qui  trùpiffiient 
sur  les  feuilles,  ni  le  sein  de  la  lune  ({imiid 
elle  couche  sur  le  sein  de  la  mer  ...  Il  n'y  a 
rien  au  monde  d'aussi  lilunc  que  ton  corps.  — 
Laisse-moi  toucher  ton  corps  ! 

lOKANAAN 

Arrière,  fille  de  Babylonel  C'est  par  la 
femme  que  le  mnl  est  entré  dans  le  monde. 
Ne  nie  parlez  pas.  .Je  ne  veux  pas  t'écouter. 
Je  n'écoute  que  les  paroles  du  Seigneur  Dieu. 

8AI,O.Mli 

Ton  corps  est  hideux.  Il  est  comme  le 
corps  d'un  lépreux.  Il  est  comme  un  mur  de 
plâtre  où  les  vipères  sont  passées,  comme  un 
mur  de  plâtre  où  les  scorpions  ont  fait  leur 
nid.  Il  est  comme  un  sépulcre  blanchi,  et 
qui  est  plein  de  choses  défroAtantes.  Il 
est  horrible,  il  est  horrible  ton  corps  I  .  .  . 
C'est  de  tes  cheveux  que  je  suis  amoureuse, 
lokanaan.  Tes  cheveux  ressemblent  à  des 
grappes  de  raisins,  à  des  grappes  de  raisins 
noirs  qui  pendent  des  vignes  d'Edom  dans 
le  pays  des  Edomites.  Tes  cheveux  sont 
comme  les  cèdres  du  Liban,  comme  les  grands 
38 


«us»i  noir.    Il  nv  a  ZT  f*""  "  '^'''  Pa* 

q"e  tes  cheveux        I"  .""  "'°"^*  '''""-'  "<"> 
cheveux.  ^^a'sse-moi  toucher  te. 

'okanaan 

P-s^1fnett'L''''''T'    ^«^  "''*''-''- 
Seigneur  Dieu      '^      ''""""^^  '"  ^^'«P'e  d" 

•ALOMÉ 

Tes  cheveux  sont  horribl...  ti 
vert,  de  boue  et  de  pons^  J  e  O  r°"*  '°"- 
couronned-dDinesou'on  «  .1  .  "  '^'""*-  ""« 
On  dirait  un  ^œùd  j"  " ''■'^"  ""■■*""  fr°"'- 
tortilient  auton^d"' tt  "T"  jV^^  ""'  ^ 
tes  cheveux  . .    C'e«t  ,l-  »    u  """"^  Pns 

amoureuse,  lofcanaan      ïâ  II"  ''"'  ^^  ■^"''' 
une  bande  dVcuXe  „,; '"'"^'''^  "' ''«"'me 

Elle  est   comme   ut    n„""'  'T  '^"''"''''■ 

-p-p-n^:;-K-/^.^^^ 
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SALOMÉ 

de  grenade  qui  fleurissent  dans  les  jardins  de 
Tyr  et  sont  plus  rouges  que  les  roses,  ne  sont 
pas  aussi  rouges.  Les  cris  rouges  des  trom- 
pettes qui  annoncent  l'arrivée  des  rois,  et  font 
peur  à  l'ennemi  ne  sont  pas  aussi  rouges.  Ta 
bouche  est  plus  rouge  que  les  pieds  de  ceux 
qui  foulent  le  vin  dans  les  pressoirs.  Elle  est 
plus  rouge  que  les  pieds  des  colombes  qui 
demeurent  dans  les  temples  et  sont  nourries 
par  les  prêtres.  Elle  est  plus  rouge  que  les 
pieds  de  celui  qui  revient  d'une  forêt  où  il  a 
tué  un  lion  et  vu  des  tigres  dorés.  Ta 
bouche  est  comme  une  branche  de  corail  que 
des  pêcheurs  ont  trouvée  dans  le  crépuscule 
da  la  mer  et  qu'ils  réservent  pour  les  rois  ...  I 
Elle  est  comme  le  vermillon  que  les  Moabites 
trouvent  dans  les  mines  de  Moab  et  que  les 
rois  leur  prennent.  Elle  est  comme  l'arc  du 
roi  des  Perses  ((ui  est  peint  avec  du  vermillon 
et  qui  a  des  cornes  de  corail.  Il  n'y  a  rien  au 
monde  d'aussi  rouge  que  ta  bouclie  . . .  laisse- 
moi  baiser  ta  bouche. 


lOKANAAN 

Jamais  !  fille  de  Babylone  !  Fille  de  Sodome  ! 
jamais. 
30 
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Je  baiserai  ta  bouche,  loi 
ta  bouche. 


iuaau.    Je  baiserai 


I^   JEUNE   SYKIEN 

colombes,  n^relrH.    ^     "'  '"  '°'°'"*'«  '^« 
regarde  pas!     n!.    ^.P^'  '"'  ''"'"■"e'  «e  le 

princesse,  ne  dis  pas  de  ces  chose's."  '^' 

SALOMÉ 

Je  baiserai  ta  bouche,  lokanaan. 

^  JEUNE   SYBIEN 
Ahl 

[//-  /«../  ..^,,  ,„,,,  ^,,^^,^^  ^^^ 
LE   PAGE  D'hÉRODIAS 

Le  jeune  Syrien  s'est  tué  !  le  ie„n»  „     •*  ■ 
s  est  tué  I    II  s'est  tt.^  n»i         •  -"f       capitaine 
Je  lui  avais  don?é  un;  n!".  '^t'  ^''  '»°"  ''™  ' 
et  des  boucS  dW  Ktef  ^'^P^^^ 
.naintenant  il  s'est  tué  " inf^.:",  ^[T'-  f 

^^en^uelalunechSi^-^-i-^ 
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SALOMÉ 

savais  pas  que  c'était  lui  qu'elle  cherchait. 
Ah  !  pourquoi  ne  l'ai-je  pas  caché  de  la  lune  ? 
Si  je  l'avais  caché  dans  une  caverne  elle  ne 
l'aurait  pas  vu. 

LE   PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Princesse,  le  jeune  capitaine  vient  de  se 
tuer. 

SALOMÉ 

Laisse-moi  baiser  ta  bouche,  lokanaan. 

lOKANAAN 

N'avez- VOUS  pas  peur,  fille  d'Hérodias  ?  Ne 
vous  ai-je  pas  dit  que  j'avais  entendu  dans  le 
palais  le  battement  des  ailes  de  lange  de  la 
mort,  et  l'ange  n'est-il  pas  venu  ? 

SALOMÉ 

Laisse-moi  baiser  ta  bouche. 

lOKANAAN 

Fille  d'adultère,  il  n'y  a  qu'un  homme  qui 
puisse  te  sauver.  C'est  celui  dont  je  t'ai 
parlé.  Allez  le  cherclier.  11  est  dans  un 
bateau  sur  la  mer  de  Galilée,  et  il  parle  à  ses 
disciples.  Agenouillez-vous  au  bord  de  la  mer, 
et  appelez-le  par  soi>  nom.  Quand  il  viendra 
vers  vous,  et  il  vient  vers  tous   ceux  qui 

sa 


SALOMÉ 

l'appellent,   prosternez-vous    à    ses  niM.     . 
demandez-lui  la  ré:nissio„  de  LZZT  '* 

SALOMÉ 

Laisse-moi  baiser  ta  bouche. 

lOKANAAN 

soyÏTarite'^'^"^''"-'»^- incestueuse. 

SAl.OMÉ 

Je  baiserai  ta  bouche,  lokanaan. 

lOKANAAN 

Je  ne   veux    pas    te   reo-ardpr      T« 
regarderai  pas      '!'„  »!   "^^^"^er.     Je   ne   te 
es  maudite.^  "  '"''"'^''^'  Salomé.  tu 

Ul  descend  dans  la  citerne.'] 

SALOMÉ 

tatuctr'*"'""^''^'^''''—' Je  baiserai 

M    PREMIER   SOLDAT 

T  ."tir"*  ^"''^  transporter  le  cadavre  aillent 

LE   PAGE   D'hÉRODIAS 

"pétait   «on   frère,  et  plus  proche  qu'un 
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SALOMÉ 

frère.  Je  lui  ai  donné  une  petite  boîte  qui 
contenait  des  parfums,  et  une  Imgue  d'agate 
qu'il  portait  toujours  à  la  main.  Le  soir 
nous  nous  promenions  au  bord  de  la  rivière  et 
parmi  les  amandiers  et  il  me  racontait  des 
clioses  de  son  pays.  Il  parlait  toujours  très 
bas.  Le  son  de  sa  voix  ressemblait  au  son  de 
la  flûte  d'un  joueur  de  flîlte.  Aussi  il  aimait 
beaucoup  à  se  regarder  dans  la  rivière.  Je  lui 
ai  fait  des  reproches  pour  cela. 


SECOND   SOLDAT 

V'ous  avez  raison  ;  il  faut  cacher  le  cadavre. 
Il  ne  faut  pas  que  le  tétrarque  le  voie. 

PRJEMIEB   SOLDAT 

Le  tdtrarque  ne  viendra  pas  ici.  Il  ne  vient 
jamais  sur  la  terrasse.  Il  a  trop  peur  du 
prophète. 

[Entrée  d  Hérode,  dHérodias  tl  de  toute  la 
cour.'\ 

HÉRODE 

Où    est    Salomé  ?    Oii    est   la   princesse  ? 
Pourquoi  n'est-elle   pas   retournée  au  festin 
comme  je   le   lui   avais   commandé  ?    ah  1   la 
voilà  ! 
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s  A  L  O  AI  É 

HÉRODfAS 

to^'s'r"^"''"^''^''-     ^ous  la  regardez 

HÉHODE 

di«it    une    femme    h  "r/         *''"''^'^-     "" 

°"t.  El,eistn„ea:::i"Kne:su"'f'"'- 
J^es  nuages  cl,er<.|,ent  ;,  la  v  th  '  '  V"''' 
^■eut  pas.  Elle  chanJî»  !  '  """'  '^"<-'  "^ 
--me  une  femme  "e  "  T'''  ''"  """^'- 
«•herche  des  amants  '  W'  f  ""'  "^r quelle 
«'-ncelle  comme  '^^, ne'  femm"  ''"  '^"'^""^ 
ressemble  à  une  femm-  l  ^  '"'^  '  ^''^ 
pas?  *""™«  hystérique,  n'est-ce 

HÉnODIAS 

^ourninr:.  '^:'^^^  --.  ^st 

ici.  •   *^  o"s  n  avez  rien  à  faire 

HÉHODE 

AlwlTiamtar-  T"^  "^^  ^^'^  '•^■ 
^Jvoire.  et  les  ^T,.  ji?'^^'"-'"^' 
"^'■«eux.     Je  boirai  encoielvii:;e":me1 
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SALOMÉ 

hôtes.     Aux   ambassadeurs  de  César  il  faut 
faire  tout  honneur. 

HKRODIAS 

Ce  n'est  pas  à  cause  d'eux  que  vous  restez. 

HÉIiODF. 

Oui.  l'air  est  délicieux.  Viens,  Hérodias, 
nos  hôtes  nous  attendent.  Ahl  j'ai  glissé! 
j'ai  glissé  dans  le  saiigl  C'est  d'un  mauvais 
présage.  C'est  d'un  très  mauvais  présage. 
Pourquoi  y  a-t-il  du  sang  ici  ?..  .  Et  ce 
cadavre  ?  Que  fait  ici  ce  cadavre  ?  Pensez- 
vous  que  je  sois  comme  le  roi  d'Egypte  qui 
ne  donne  jamais  un  festin  sans  montrer  un 
cadavre  à  ses  hôtes  ?  Enfin,  qui  est-ce  ?  Je 
ne  veux  pas  le  regarder. 

PRE.MIER   SOLDAT 

C'est  notre  c:ipitaine.  Seigneur.  C'est  le 
jeune  Syrien  que  vous  avez  fait  capitaine  il  y 
a  trois  jours  seulement. 

HÉKODE 

Je  n'ai  donné  aucun  ordre  de  le  tuer. 

SECOND   SOLDAT 

Il  s'est  tué  lui-même,  Seigneur, 


s  A  L  O  M  É 

HIÎRODE 

l'ourquoi?    Je  lai  fuit  capitaine I 

SIXONI)   SOLDAT 
HKHODE 

"w"iro„rr"',t''"^^-  ^'^  p^"""'-''  qu'il 

TIGEU.l.V 

je  les  trouve  très  ridicules.  ' 

HKRODE 

Moi  aussi.     C'est  ridicule  de  se  tuer. 

riGF.U.IX 

On   rit   beaucoup  d'eux   à   Tt^^        r  > 

HÉRODE 

Ah  1  il  a  fait  un  poème  satirique  contre  env  I 
César  est  merveilleux.    Il  peu?  tout  faïe        . 
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s  A  L  O  M  É 

C'est  dtrange  qu'il  se  soit  tud,  le  jeune  Syrien, 
Je  le  regrette.  Oui,  je  le  regrette  braucoup. 
Car  il  dtait  beau.  Il  était  môme  très  beau.  Il 
avait  des  yeux  très  langoureux.  Je  me  rap- 
pelle que  je  l'ai  vu  regardant  Salninè  d'une 
façon  langoureuse.  En  elFct,  j'ai  trouvé  qu'il 
l'avait  un  peu  trop  regardée. 

H^ROOIAS 

Il  y  en  a  d'autres  qui  la  regardent  trop. 

HÉRODE 

Son  père  était  roi.  Je  l'ai  chassé  de  son 
royaume.  Et  de  sa  mère  qui  était  reine  vous 
avez  fait  une  esclave,  Hérodias.  Ainsi,  il 
était  ici  comme  un  hôte.  C'était  à  cause  de 
cela  que  je  l'avais  fait  capitaine.  Je  regrotte 
qu'il  soit  mort .  .  .  Enfin,  pourquoi  avez-vous 
laissé  le  cadavre  ici  ?  Il  faut  l'emporter 
ailleurs.  Je  ne  veux  pas  le  voir . . .  Emportez- 
le  ..  .  [On  emporte  le  cadavre.']  Il  fait  froid  ici. 
Il  y  a  du  vent  ici.  N'est-ce  pas  qu'il  y  a  du 
vent? 


HÉRODIAS 

Mais  non. 
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SALOAIÉ 

HÉRODE 

q»es.    Ne  lentendez-voITs  pa  j    ''"  «'«""*"■ 

HÉRODIAS 

•^e  n'entends  rien. 

HÉHODK 

l'entendez-vousnâ'sf  r'    T*^'  ""'•^^^-     Ne 
un  battement  d'auèl  °"*  ^  '"'"*  '^""""^ 

HÉHODIAS 

-tVntt"   "'^  "  ^^--     ^-  ^tes 

HÉRODE 

Jamais  je  ne  faivuli;^;'''''"''^' -*-«"- 

HÉHODIAS 

^^evons  ai  dit  de  ne  pas, a  regarde. 
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SALOMÉ 

Tenez  boire  un  peu  de  vin  avec  moi.  J'ai  un 
vin  ici  qui  est  exquis.  C'est  Cdsiir  lui-tnf  me 
qui  me  l'a  envoyd.  Trempez  là-dedans  vos 
petites  lèvres  rouges  et  ensuite  je  viderai  la 
coupe. 

lALOMI^.     ' 

Je  n'ai  pas  soif,  tétrarque. 

HÉRODE 

Vous  entendez  comme  elle  me  répond,  votre 
fille. 

HÉRODIAS 

Je  trouve  qu'elle  a  bien  raison.  Pourquoi 
la  regurdez-vous  toujours  ? 

BÉRODE 

Apportez  des  fruits.  [On  apporte  dtsfruits.'\ 
Salomé,  venez  manger  du  fruit  avec  moi. 
J'aime  beaucoup  voir  dans  un  fruit  la  morsure 
de  tes  petites  dents.  Mordez  un  tout  petit 
morceau  de  ce  fruit,  et  ensuite  je  mangerai  ce 
qui  reste. 

SALOMÉ 

Je  n'ai  pas  faim,  tétrarque. 

HÉRODE  \à  Hirodias\ 
Voilà  comme  vous  l'avez  élevée,  votre  fille. 
40 


SALOMË 

HéRODIAI 

Ma  fille  et  moi,  nous  descendon»  d'une  race 
~yale.  Quant  à  toi,  ton  grand-pire  gard^ 
descl.ameauxj    Aussi,  c'était  un VoJeurI 

HÉRODE 

Tu  mens  I 

HKRODIAS 

Tu  sais  bien  que  c'est  la  véritë. 

HÉRODE 

Sulomé  viens  fasseoir  près  de  moi.    Je  te 
donnerai  le  trône  de  ta  mère. 

SAI.OMÉ 

Je  ne  suis  pas  fatiguée,  tétrarque. 

HÉRODIAS 

Vous  voyez  bien  ce  qu'elle  pense  de  vous. 

HÉRODE 

Apportez  .  .  .  Qu'est-ce  que  je  veux  ?  Je 
nesa.spas.  Ah  1  Ah  1  je  m'en  Souviens  .  .! 
i^  VOIX  d'iokanaan 

amyé   dit  le  Seigneur  Dieu.     Voici  le  jour 
dont  j  avais  parlé.  •' 
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SALOMË 

HÉRODIAI 

Faites- le  taire.  Je  ne  veux  pas  entendre  m 
voix.  Cet  homme  vomit  toujours  des  injures 
contre  moi, 

HÉBODE 

Il  n'a  rien  dit  contre  vous.  Aussi,  c'est  un 
très  grand  prophète. 

IIÛRUI)IA.<I 

.le  ne  crois  pas  aux  prophète».  Est-ce 
qu'un  homme  peut  dire  ce  qui  doit  arriver? 
Personne  ne  le  sait.  Aussi,  il  m'insulte 
toujours.  Mais  je  pense  que  vous  avez  peur 
de  lui  .  .  ,  Enfin,  je  sais  bien  que  vous  avez 
peur  de  lui, 

HÉltODE 

Je  n'ai  pas  peur  de  lui.  Je  n'ai  peur  de 
personne. 

HKRODIAS 

Si,  vous  avez  peur  de  lui.  Si  vous  n'aviez 
pas  peur  de  lui,  pourquoi  ne  pas  le  livrer  aux 
Juifs  qui  depuis  six  mois  vous  le  demandent  ? 

UN   JUIF 

En  effet.  Seigneur,  il  serait  mieux  de  nous 
le  livrer. 
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SALOMÉ 

H^ROOE 

Assez  sur  ce  point.  Je  vous  ai  ddih  donne 
ma  r.p„n,e.  Je  ne  veux  pas  vous  le  livrer 
C  est  un  homme  qui  a  vu  Dieu. 

UN  JUIK 

Cela  c'est  impossible.  Personne  n«  vu 
D.eu  depms  le  prophète  Elle.     Lui  oest  le 

iJieu  ne  se  montre  pus.     Il  vp  ,.„.i,„      i-l 

-s.,uc„tii,adi«ra„d;::H:::;,,^if- 

U.V   ALTnp.   JUIF 

de  Dieu  qu'il  a  vue  P'"t<"  lou.bre 

UN   TROISIÈME  JUIF 

Dieu   ne  se  cache  jamais.     Il  se  montre 
oujours  et  dans  toute  chose.     DieuMttn" 
'  ■'    '  "  'S  le  bien. 

Ses  d  VI  r'   ""°   ''''^'=   1"'    '■'■^•"t   des 

nsn^so„i;.siLt^"::r"'"^^"^"^- 
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SALOMÉ 

UN  CINQUIÈME   JUIF 

On  ne  peut  pas  savoir  comment  Dieu  agit, 
ses  voies  sont  très  mystérieuses.  Peut-être  ce 
que  nous  appelons  le  mal  est  le  bien,  et  ce 
que  nous  appelons  le  bien  est  le  mal.  On  ne 
peut  rien  savoir.  Le  ndcessaire  c'est  de  se 
soumettre  à  tout.  Dieu  est  très  fort.  Il 
brise  au  même  temps  les  faibles  et  les  forts. 
Il  n'a  aucun  souci  de  personne. 

LE   PREMIER  JUIF 

C'est  vrai  cela.  Dieu  est  terrible.  Il  brise 
les  faibles  et  les  forts  comme  on  brise  le  blé 
dans  un  mortier.  Mais  cet  hoinme  n'a  jamais 
vu  Dieu.  Personne  n'a  vu  Dieu  depuis  le 
propliète  Élie. 


HERODIAS 

Faites-les  taire. 


Ils  m'ennuient 


HÉROUE 

Mais  j'ai  entendu  dire   qu'Iokanaan   lui- 
même  est  votre  propliète  Elie. 

LE   JUIF 

Cela  ne  se  peut  pas.     Depuis  le  temps  du 
propliète  Élie  il  y  a  plus  de  trois  cents  ans. 


s  A  L  O  M  É 

HÉRODE 

^n  y  en  a  qui  disent  que  c'est  le  prophète 

UN   NAZARÉEN 

Moi,  je  suis  Sûr  que  c'est  le  prophète  Élie. 

LE  JUIF 

Mais  non,  ce  n'est  pas  le  prophète  Élie. 

LA   VOIX   D'iOKANAAN 

Le  jour  est  venu,  le  jour  du  Seigneur,  et 
}  entends  sur  les  montagnes  les  pieds  de  celui 
qui  sera  le  Sauveur  du  monde. 

HÉBODE 

Qu'est-ce  que  cela  veut  dire  ?  Le  Sauveur 
du  monde? 

TIGELLIN 

C'est  un  titre  que  prend  César. 

HÉHODE 

Mais  C<5sar  ne  vient  pas  en  J„dce.  J'ai 
reçu  hier  des  lettres  de  Rome.  On  ne  m'a 
nen  dit  de  cela.  Enfin,  vous,  Tigellin  qui 
avez  été  à  Rome  pendant  l'hiver,  vous  n'avez 
nen  entendu  dire  de  cela  ? 

TIGEIXIN 

En  eflfet,  Seigneur,  je  nen  ai  pas  entendu 
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SALOMË 

parler.     J'explique  seulement  le  titre.    C'est 
un  des  titres  de  César. 

HÉROOE 

Il  ne  peut  pas  venir,  César.  Il  est  goutteux. 
On  dit  qu'il  a  des  pieds  d'éléphant.  Aussi  il 
y  a  des  raisons  d'État.  Celui  qui  quitte 
Rome  perd  Rome.  Il  ne  viendra  pas.  Mais, 
enfin,  c'est  le  maître.  César.  Il  viendra  s'il 
veut.     Mais  je  ne  pense  pas  qu'il  vienne. 

LE   PRE.MIEE   NAZARÉEN 

Ce  n'est  pas  de  César  que  le  prophète  a 
parlé.  Seigneur. 

HÉRODE 

Pas  de  César  ? 

LE   PREMIER  NAZARÉEN 

Non,  Seigneur. 

HÉRODE 

De  qui  donc  a-t-il  parlé  t 

LE    PREMIER   NAZARÉEN 

Du  Messie  qui  est  venu. 

UN   JUIF 

Le  Messie  n'est  pas  venu. 

LE    PREMIER   NAZARÉEN 

Il  est  venu,  et  il  fait  des  miracles  partout 
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SALOMÉ 

HéRODIAS 

Oh  1  oh  1  les  miracles.  Je  ne  crois  pas  aux 
m,racles.    J'en  ai  vu  trop.     lAu^a^..^  Zn 

LE    PJ4EMIER   NAZARÉEN 

Cet  homme  fait  de  véritables  miracles. 
-Amsi.  à  1  occasion  d'un  mariage  ,|ui  a  eu  lieu 
dans   une   petite   ville   de   Gaiilc^e.  une  v  lie 

assez,mportante,ilachangédeleauenvin 
Des  personnes   qui   étaient  là  me  Font  dit 
Auss.   >1   a  guéri   deux   lépreux   qui  étaient 
ass-s  devant  la  porte  de  cipharnaum.  seule 
ment  en  les  touchant 

LE   SECOND   NAZARÉEN 
LE    PREMIER   NAZARÉEN 

Non.  c'étaient  des  lépreux.  Mais  il  a  guéri 
des  aveugles  aussi,  et  on  l'a  vu  sur  une 
montagne  parlant  avec  des  anges, 

UN   SADDUCÉEN 

Les  anges  n'existent  pas. 

UN   PHARISIEN 

cel^hl^''^',  ^''''''"*'  '""''  J^  "«  "°'S  P^  que 
cet  homme  leur  ait  parlé.  r     i  = 
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SALOMÉ 

LE    PREMIER  NAZARÉEN 

Il  a  été  VU  par  une  foule  de  passants  parlant 
avec  des  anges. 

DN   SADDUCÉEN 

Pas  avec  des  anges. 

HÉRODIAS 

Comme  ils  m'agacent,  ces  hommes!  Ils 
sont  bêtes.  Ils  sont  tout  à  fait  bêtes.  [Au 
page]  lîli  1  bien,  mon  éventail.  \_Le  page  lui 
dotitt'  l'éventail.']  Vous  avez  l'air  de  rêver. 
Il  n  •  faut  pas  rîver.  Les  rêveurs  sont  des 
ma' ri.  a.  [Elle  frappe  le  page  avec  son  éven- 
tail.] 

LE   SECOND  NAZA1ÉEN 

Aussi  il  y  a  le  miracle  de  la  fille  de  Jaïre. 

LE   PREMIER   NAZARÉEN 

Mais  oui,  c'est  très  certain  cela.  On  ne 
peut  pas  le  nier. 

HÉRODIAS 

Ces  gens-là  sont  fous.  Ils  ont  trop  regardé 
la  lune.     Dites-leur  de  se  taire. 

HÉRODE 

Qu'est-ce  que  c'est  que  cela,  le  miracle  de 
la  fille  de  Jaïre  ? 
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SALOMÉ 
ij:  premier  nazabi?en- 

HiRODE 

Il  ressuscite  les  morts  ? 

LE   PREMIER   NAZARÉEN 

Oui,  Seigneu..     Il  ressuscite  les  morts. 

HÉRODE 

défends  de  faire  cela.     Je  ne   permets   pas 
quo„  ressuscite  les  morts.     Il  ffut  cherche 
cet  homme  et  lui  dire  que  Je  ne  lui  permets 
pas  de  ressusciter    les    morts.    Où   esTl  à 
présent,  cet  homme  ?  * 

LE   SECOND   NAZARÉEN 

Il  est  partout.  Seigneur,  mais  est-il   très 
difficile  de  le  trouver. 

LE   PREMIER   NAZARÉEN 

On  dit  qu'il  est  en  Samarie  à  présent. 

UN   JUIF 

On  voit  bien  que  ce  n'est  le  Messie,  s'il  est 
en  Samane.  Ce  n'est  pas  aux  Samaritains 
que  le  Messie  viendra.     Les  Samarit^ns  slt 
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SALOMÉ 

maudits.     Ils  n'apportent  jamais  d'offrandes 
au  temple. 

LE   SECOND   NAZARÉEN 

Il  a  quitté  la  Samarie  il  y  a  quelques  jours. 
Moi,  je  crois  qu'en  ce  moment-ci  il  est  dans 
les  environs  de  .lérusalem. 

LE    PHEJIIER   NAZAIIÉEN 

Mais  non,  il  n'est  pas  là.  Je  viens  juste- 
ment d'arriver  de  Jérusalem.  On  n'a  pas 
entendu  parler  de  lui  depuis  deux  mois. 

HÉRODE 

Enfin,  cela  ne  fait  rien  I  Mais  il  faut  le 
trouver  et  lui  dire  de  ma  part  que  je  ne  lui 
permets  pas  de  ressusciter  les  morts.  Changer 
de  l'eau  en  vin,  guérir  les  lépreux  et  les 
aveugles  ...  il  peut  faire  tout  cela  s'il  le  veut. 
Je  n'ai  rien  à  dire  contre  cela.  En  eflfet,  je 
trouve  que  guérir  les  lépreux  est  une  bonne 
action.  Mais  je  ne  permets  pas  qu'il  ressuscite 
les  morts  ...  Ce  serait  terrible,  si  les  morts 
reviennent. 

LA   VOIX   d'IOKANAAN 

Ali  1  l'impudique  '.  la  prostituée  !     Ah  I  la 
fille  de  Babylone  avec  ses  yeux  d'or  et  ses 
50 


SALOMË 

paupières  dordes  !  Voici  ce  que  dit  le  Seigneur 
IJieu.  Faites  venir  contre  elle  une  multitude 
d  hommes.  Que  le  peuple  prenne  des  pierre» 
et  la  lapide  ... 

HÉnODIAS 

Faites-le  taire  I 

LA    VOIX    D'iOKANAAN 

Que  les  capitaines  de  guerre  la  percent  de 
leurs  épées,  qu'ils  l'écrasent  sous  leurs  bou- 
cliers. 

HÉBODIAS 

Mais,  c'est  infâme. 
1^  VOIX  d'iokanaan 

C'est  ainsi  que  j'abolirai  les  crimes  de 
dessus  la  terre,  et  que  toutes  les  femmes 
apprendront  à  ne  pas  imiter  les  abominations 
de  celle-là. 

HÉHODIAS 

Vous  entendez  ce  qu'il  dit  contre  moi? 
Vous  le  laissez  insulter  votre  épouse  ? 

HÉRODE 

Mais  il  n'a  pas  dit  votre  nom. 

HÉRODIAS 

Qu'est-ce  que  cela  fait?    Vous  savez  bien 
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S  A  L  O  M  É 

que  c'est  moi  qu'il  cliereho  ù  insulter.    Et  je 
suis  votre  dpuuse,  n'est-ce  pas  ? 

HÉRODE 

Oui,  chère  et  digne  Hdrodias,  vous  Mes 
mon  épouse,  et  vous  avez  commencé  par  être 
l'épouse  de  mon  frtre. 

RÉBODIAS 

C'est  vous  qui  m'avez  arrachée  de  ses  bras, 

HÉRODE 

En  effet,  j'étais  le  plus  fort  .  .  .  mais  ne 
parlons  pas  de  cela.  Je  ne  veux  pas  parler  de 
cela.  C'est  à  cause  de  cela  que  le  propliète  n 
dit  des  mots  d'épouvante.  Peut  être  à  cause 
de  cela  va-t-il  arriver  un  malheur.  N'en 
parlons  pas  .  . .  Noble  Hérodias,  nous  oublions 
nos  convives.  Verse-moi  à  boire,  ma  bien- 
aimée.  Remplissez  de  vin  les  gri.  ides  coupes 
d'argent  et  les  grandes  coupes  de  verre.  .Te 
vais  boire  à  la  santé  de  César.  Il  y  a  des 
Romains  ici,  il  faut  boire  à  la  santé  de  César. 

TOUS 

César!  César i 

HÉRODE 

Vous  ne  remarquez  pas  comme  votre  fille 
est  pâle. 
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HiRODIAS 

ou^o,'rf""'^"'^'='''^°-'-*«l"'el'c  soit  pâle 

HÉBODE 

Jamais  je  ne  J'ai  vue  Si  pâle. 

HÉRODIAS 

Il  ne  faut  pas  la  regarder. 

^    VOIX    D'IOKANAAN 

-^ang,  et  leTil'    ''"'^'^r■'-"'^'■a  comme  du 
%uier.etiesroisdtI:^erlÏ:r;rr.'''''' 

HÉRODIAS 

do^t'il  parie'  o^ù  i:.;:':"^  '"".  ^"'^  ^^  *-"• 

«ng  et  où  ks  "toile  to  7""'^™  '''""'"'=  ^u 
comme  des  figuelve  ,es  cT"*  'Z  '"  '"''' 
comme  un  hoi.nehre  ^',,P'."P.''^'t«  P-k- 
pas  souffrir  le  son  de  sa  ^oix  jJ^,2^  P^"'' 
voix.     Ordonnez  quil  se  tL°e      "^^ ''^*"'-» 

HÉBODE 
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SALOMÉ 

RiRODIAS 

Je  ne  crois  pas  aux  présages.  Il  parle 
comme  un  homme  ivre. 

HÉRODE 

Peut-être  qu'il  est  ivre  du  vin  de  Dieu  I 

HÉRODIA8 

Quel  vin  est-ce,  le  vin  de  Dieu  ?    De  quelles 
vignes  vient-il  î     Dans  quel  pressoir  peut-on 
le  trouver  ? 
HÉRODE  [//  ne  quitte  plus  Salomé  du  regard^ 

ïigellin,  quand  tu  as  été  à  Rome  deriiiCre- 
ment,  est-ce  que  l'empereur  t'a  parlé  au 
sujet ...  ? 

TIOELLIN 

A  quel  sujet,  Seigneur  f 

HI^.RODE 

A  quel  sujet  ?  Ah  1  je  vous  ai  adressé  une 
question,  n'est-ce  pas?  J'ai  oublié  ce  que  je 
voulais  savoir. 

HÉRODIAS 

Vous  regardez  encore  ma  fille.  Il  ne  faut 
pas  la  regarder.     Je  vous  ai  déjà  dit  cela. 

HÉRODE 

Vous  ne  dites  que    ela. 
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HénODIAS 

Je  le  redis. 

HKIIODE 

Et  la  restauration  du  temple  dont  on  a  tant 
parle  ?  Est-ce  qu'on  va  faire  quelque  chose  î 
On  dit.  n'est-ce  pas,  que  le  voile  du  sanctuaire 
a  disparu  î 

HKKdUIAS 

C'est  toi  qui  l'a  pris.  Tu  parles  à  tort  et  à 
travers.    Je  ne  veux  pas  rester  ici.    Uentroni. 

HÏiRODE 

Sulomd,  dansez  pour  moL 

HÉRODIAS 

Je  ne  veux  pas  qu'elle  danse. 

SAI.OMÉ 

Je  n'ai  aucune  envie  de  danser,  tétrarque. 

HÉnoDE 

Salomé,  fille  d'Hdrodias,  dansez  pour  moi. 

HKHODIAS 

Laissez  la  tranquille. 

HÏÎRODE 

Je  vous  ordonne  de  danser,  Salomé. 

SAI.OMÉ 

Je  ne  danserui  pas,  tétrarque. 
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SALOMÉ 

Voilà  connue  elle  vous  obdit  I 

HÉ RODE 

Qu'est-ce  que  cela  me  fait  q.i'clle  danse  ou 
non  ?  Cela  ne  me  fait  rien  .)v  suis  heureux 
ce  soir.  Je  suis  très  lie  ireux.  Jamais  je  n'ai 
été  si  lieureux. 

LE    PRKMIKR   SOLDAT 

Il  a  l'air  )ii)bre,  le  tdtrarque.  N'est-ce  pas 
qu'il  a  l'fi'r  sombre? 

L--     ■  -COND   SOLDAT 

Il  a  l'air  sombre. 

HÉRODF. 

Pourquoi  ne  serais-je  pas  heureux  ?  Ct<sar, 
qui  est  le  maître  du  monde,  qui  est  le  maître 
de  tout,  m'aime  beaucoup.  Il  vient  e 
m'envoyer  des  radeaux  de  graridc  videur. 
Aussi  il  m'a  promis  de  citer  h  Home  le  roi  île 
Cappadoce  qui  est  mon  enninii.  Peut-être  à 
Home  il  le  crucifiera.  Il  peut  faire  tout  ce 
qu'il  veut,  Ci!sar.  Enfin,  il  est  le  maître. 
Ainsi,  vous  voyez,  j'ai  le  droit  d'ftre  heureux. 
Il  n'y  a  rien  au  monde  qui  puisse  gâter  mon 
plaisir, 
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U    VOIX   D'IOKANAAN 

Il  seru  assis  sur  w>n  troue.  Il  sera  v«ii  de 
pourpre  et  .Idcarlate.  Dans  ss  main  il  portera 
un  vase  d'or  plein  de  ses  blasphèmes.  Et 
lange  <iii  SiJKiieur  Dieu  le  frappera.  Il  sera 
man){t<  des  vers. 

HKIIODIA.'I 

\'«>us  entendez  ce  qu'il  dit  de  vous.     Il  dit 
que  vous  serez  mang^  des  vers. 
iiKiiont: 

Ce  n'est  pas  de  moi  qu'il  parle.  Il  ne  dit 
jamais  rien  contre  moi.  C'est  du  roi  de 
C  «p|,adoce  <iu'il  parle,  du  roi  de  Cappadoce 
qui  est  mon  ennemi.  C'est  celui-là  qui  sera 
mai.gd  des  vers.  Ce  n'est  pas  moi.  Jamais 
Il  na  rien  dit  contre  moi.  le  prophète,  sauf 
que  jai  eu  tort  de  prendre  comme  épouse 
1  épouse  de  mon  frère.  Peut-Ctre  a-t-il  raison. 
r-n  effet,  vous  êtes  stérile. 

HKBODIAS 

Je  suis  stérile,  moi.  Et  vous  dites  cela, 
vous  qui  regardez  toujours  ma  fille,  vous  qui 
avez  voulu  la  faire  danser  pour  votre  plaisir. 
C  est  ridicule  de  dire  cela.  Jloi  j'ai  tu  un 
entant.      Vous    n'avez   jamais    eu    d'enfant, 
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même  d'une  de  vos  esclaves.     C'est  vous  qui 
êtes  stérile,  ce  n'est  pas  moi. 

HÉRODE 

Taisez-vous.  Je  vous  dis  que  vous  êtes 
stérile.  A'ous  ne  m'avez  pas  donné  d'enfant, 
et  le  prophète  dit  que  notre  mariage  n'est  pas 
un  vrai  mariaf^e.  Il  dit  que  c'est  un  mariage 
incestueux,  un  mariage  qui  apj)ortera  des 
malheurs .  .  .  J'ai  peur  qu'il  n'ait  raison.  Je 
suis  sûr  qu'il  a  raison.  Mais  ce  n'est  pas  le 
moment  de  parler  de  ces  choses.  En  ce 
moment-ci  je  veux  être  heureux.  Au  fait  je 
le  suis.  Je  suis  très  heureux.  Il  n'y  a  rien 
qui  me  manque. 

HÉRODIAS 

Je  suis  bien  contente  que  vous  soyez  de  si 
belle  humeur,  ce  soir.  Ce  n'est  pas  dan.s  vos 
habitudes.  Mais  il  est  tard.  Rentrons.  Vous 
n'oubliez  pas  qu'au  levti  du  soleil  nous 
allons  tous  à  la  cliasse.  Aux  ambassadeurs 
de  César  il  faut  faire  tout  honneur,  n'est-ce 
pas? 

LE  SECOND  SOLDAT 

Comme  il  a  l'air  sombre,  le  tétrarque. 
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LE   PREMIER   SOLDAT 

Oui,  il  a  l'air  sombre. 

HÉRODE 

Saldini;-,  Salomd,  dansez  pour  moi.  Je  vous 
supplie  de  danser  pour  moi.  Ce  soir  je  suis 
triste.  Oui,  je  suis  très  triste  ce  soir.  Quand 
je  suis  entré  ici,  j'ai  glisse-  dans  le  sang,  ce  qui 
est  d'un  mauvais  présage,  et  j'ai  entendu,  je 
suis  sûr  que  j'ai  entendu  un  battement  d'ailes 
dans  l'air,  un  ba.  ement  d'ailes  gigantesques. 
Je  ne  sais  pas  ce  que  cela  veut  dire  ...  Je 
suis  triste  ce  soir.  Ainsi  uansez  pour  moi. 
Dansez  pour  moi,  Salonié,  je  vous  supplie. 
Si  vous  dansez  pour  moi  vous  pourrez  me 
demander  tout  ce  que  vous  voudrez  et  je 
vous  le  donnerai.  Oui,  d:;nsez  pour  moi, 
Salomé,  et  je  vous  doimerai  tout  ce  que 
vous  me  demanderez,  fût-ce  la  moitié  de  mon 
royaume. 

SALOMÉ  Ise  /evanQ 

Vous  me  donnerez  tout  ce  que  je  deman- 
derai, tétrarque  ? 

HÉHOniAS 

Ne  dansez  pas,  ma  fille. 
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HÉRODE 

Tout,  fût-ce  la  moitié  de  mon  royaume. 

lALOMÉ 

Vous  le  jurez,  tétrarque  1 

HÉliODE 

Je  le  jure,  Salomé. 

HKRODIAS 

Mu  fille,  ne  dansez  pas. 

8ALOMK 

Sur  quoi  jurez-vous,  tdtrurque  ? 

HÉRODE 

Sur  ma  vie,  sur  ma  couronne,  sur  mes 
dieux.  Tout  ce  que  vous  voudrez  je  vous  le 
donnerai,  fût-ce  la  moitié  de  mon  royaume,  si 
vous  dansez  pour  moi.  Oh  1  Salomé,  Salomé, 
dansez  pour  moi. 

SAI.OAIÉ 

Vous  avez  juré,  tétrarque. 

HÉRODE 

J'ai  juré,  Salomé. 

8AI.OMÉ 

Tout  ce  que  je  vous  demanderai,  fût-ce  la 
moitié  de  votre  royaume  ? 
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Hl^.RODIAS 

Ne  dansez  pas,  ma  fille. 

HÉHODE 

Kût-ce  la  moitié  de  mon  royaume.    Comme 
reine,  tu  serais  très  belle,  Salomé,  s'il  te  plaisait 
de  demander   la   moitié   de    mon   royaume. 
N'est-ce  pas  qu'elle  serait  très  belle  comme 
reine  »...  Ali  1   il  fait  froid  ici  1   il  y  a  un 
vent   très  froid,  et  j'entends  .  .   .  pourquoi 
est-ce  que  j'entends  dans  l'air  ce  battement 
d'ailes  ?     Oh  !  on  dirait  qu'il  y  a  un  oiseau, 
un  fjrand  oiseau  noir,  qui  plane  sur  la  terrasse. 
Pourquoi  est-ce  que  je  ne  peux  pas  le  voir, 
cet  oiseau  ?    Le  battement  de  ses  ailes  est 
terrible.     Le  vent  qui  vient  de  ses  ailes  est 
terrible.     C'est  un  vent  froid  .  .  .  Mais  non, 
il  ne  fait  pas  froid  du  tout.     Au  contraire, 
il  fait  très  chaud.   Il  fait  trop  chaud.   J'étouffe. 
Versez-moi    l'eau   sur  les   mains.      Donnez- 
moi  de  la  neige  à  manger.     Dégrafez  mon 
manteau.    Vite,  vite,  dégrafez  mon  manteau 
.  .  .  Non.     Laissez-le.     C'est  ma  couronne 
qui  me  fait  mal,  ma  couronne  de  roses.     On 
dirait  que  ces  fleurs  sont  faites  de  feu.     Elles 
ont  brûlé  mon  front.     {Il  arrache  de  sa  tête  la 
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SALOMÉ 

couronne,  et  la  jette  sur  la  taile.]  Ah  I  enfin, 
je  respire.  Comme  ils  sont  rouges  ces  pétales  1 
On  dirait  des  taches  de  sang  sur  la  nappe. 
Cela  ne  fait  rien.  Il  ne  faut  pas  trouver  des 
symboles  dans  chaque  chose  qu'on  voit  Cela 
rend  la  vie  impossible.  Il  serait  mieux  de 
dire  que  les  taches  de  sang  sont  aussi  belles 
que  les  pétales  de  roses.  Il  seraif  beaucoup 
mieux  de  dire  cela  .  .  .  Mais  ne  parlons  pas  de 
cela.  Maintenant  je  suis  heureux.  Je  suis 
très  heureux.  J'ai  le  droit  d'être  heureux, 
n'est-ce  pas  ?  Votre  fille  va  danser  pour  moi. 
N'est-ce  pas  que  vous  allez  danser  pour  moi, 
Salomé?  Vous  avez  promis  de  danser  pour 
moi. 

RÉROOIAS 

Je  ne  veux  pas  qu'elle  danse. 

SAIOMÉ 

Je  danserai  pour  vous,  tétrarque. 

HÉRODE 

Vous  entendez  ce  que  dit  votre  fille.  Elle 
va  danser  pour  moi.  Vous  avez  bien  raison, 
Salomé,  de  danser  pour  moi.  Et,  après  que 
vous  aurez  dansé  n'  foliez  pas  de  me  demander 
tout  ce  que  vous  voudrez.  Tout  ce  que  vous 
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voudrez  je  vous  le  donnerai,  fût-ce  la  moitié 
de  .non  royaume.    J'ai  juré,  n'est-ce  pas  1 

SAI.O.MÉ. 

Vous  avez  juré,  tétrarque. 

HJÉRODE. 

Et  je  n'ai  jamais  manqué  à  ma  parole     Je 

parole.      Je    ne    sais  pas    mentir.      Je   suis 
1  esclave  de  ma  parole,  et  ma  parole  c'est  la 
parole  d'un  roi.     Le  roi  de  Ca^padoce  ment 
toujours,  mais  ce  n'est  pas  un  vrii  roi.     C'e  t 
.m  lâche.     Aussi  il  me  doit  de  l'argent  ou 
ne  veut  pas  payer.     Il  «  même  insulté  mes 
ambassadeurs.    11  a  dit  des  choses  très  bks 
santés.      Mais   César  le   crucifiera  quand    1 
vendra  à  Home.     Je  suis  sûr  que  César  le 
crucfiera     Sinon  il  n.ourra  mangé  des  verï 
Le  prophète  l'a  prédit.     Eh  bief  I    Salorn^ 
qu  attendez-vous?  -Jaiome, 

SAI.OMÉ. 

J^attends  que  mes  esclaves  m'apportent  des 

ZÏZ.  "  '-'  -''  -^'-  ^'  ™^'-  ">- 

[Les jsc/aves  apportent  des  parfums  et   les 
sept  voiles  et  ôtent  les  sandales  de  Salomé.] 
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RÉRODE 

Ah  !  vous  allez  danser  pieds  nus  I  C'est 
bienl  C'est  bien!  Vos  petits  pieds  seront 
comme  des  colombes  blanches.  Ils  ressemble- 
ront à  des  petites  fleurs  blanches  qui  dansent 
sur  un  arbre  ...  Ah  !  non.  Elle  va  danser 
dans  le  sang  1  II  y  a  du  sang  par  terre.  Je  ne 
veux  pas  qu'elle  danse  dans  le  sang.  Ce  serait 
d'un  très  mauvais  présage. 

HÉUODIAS 

Qu'est-ce  que  cela  vous  fait  qu'elle  danse 
dans  le  sang  ?  Vous  avez  bien  marché  dedans, 
vous .  . . 

HÉRODE 

Qu'est-ce  que  cela  me  fait  ?  Ah  1  regardez 
la  lune  !  Elle  est  devenue  rouge.  Elle  est 
devenue  rouge  comme  du  sang.  Ah!  le 
prophète  l'a  bien  prédit.  Il  a  prédit  que  la 
lune  deviendrait  rouge  comme  du  sang. 
N'est-ce  pas  qu'il  a  prédit  cela  ?  Vous  l'avez 
tous  entendu.  La  lune  est  devenue  rouge 
comme  du  sang.     Ne  le  voyez-vous  pas  ? 

HÉROOIAS 

Je  le  vois  bien,  et  les  étoiles  tombent  comme 
des  figues  vertes,  n'est-ce  pas  ?    Et  le  soleil 
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devient  noir  comme  un  sac  de  poil,  et  les  rois 
de  la  terre  ont  peur.  Cela  au  moins  on  le 
voit.  Pour  une  fois  dans  sa  vie  le  prophète 
a  eu  raison.  Les  rois  de  la  terre  ont  peur. 
..  .Enfin,  rentrons.  Vous  êtes  malade.  On 
va  dire  à  Rome  que  vous  êtes  fou.  Rentrons, 
je  vous  dis. 

LA  VOIX   D'ioKANAAN 

Qui  est  celui  qui  vient  d'Edom,  qui  vient  de 
Bosra  avec  sa  robe  teinte  de  pourpre;  qui 
éclate  dans  la  beauté  de  ses  vêtements,  et  qui 
marche  avec  une  force  toute  puissante  ?  Pour- 
quoi vos  vêtements  sont-ils  teints  d'écarlate  ? 

HÉRODIAS. 

Rentrons.  La  voix  de  cet  homme  m'exas- 
père.  Je  ne  veux  pas  que  ma  fille  danse  pen- 
dant qu'il  crie  comme  cela.  Je  ne  veux  pas 
qu'elle  danse  pendant  que  vous  la  regardez 
comme  cela.  Knfin,  je  ne  veux  pas  qu'elle 
danse. 

RÉRODE 

Ne  te  lève  pas,  mon  épouse,  ma  reine,  c'est 
inutile.  Je  ne  rentrerai  pas  avant  qu'elle  ait 
dansé.     Dansez,  Salomé,  dansez  pour  moi 
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SALOMÉ 

BénnDIAS 
Ne  dansez  pas,  ma  fille. 

SALOMÉ 

Je  suis  prête,  tétrarque. 

[Sa/ouU  danse  la  danse  des  sept  voi/es."] 

Hl^.RODE 

Ah  1  c'est  maj^nifique,  c'est  magnifique  ! 
Vous  voyez  qu'elle  a  dansé  pour  moi,  votre 
fille.  Approchez,  Saloinél  Approchez  afin 
que  je  puisse  vous  donher  vo.re  salaire.  Ah  1 
je  paie  bien  les  danseuses,  moi.  Toi,  je  te 
paierai  bien.  Je  te  donnerai  tout  ce  que  tu 
voudras.    Que  veux-tu,  dis  î 

SALOMÉ  [s'aj^enouil/anl] 

Je  veux  (ju'on  m'apporte  présentement  dans 
un  bassin  d'argent .  . . 

HÉRODE  [riant'] 

Dans  un  bassin  d'argent?  mais  oui,  dans  un 
bassin  d'argent,  certainement  Elle  est  char- 
mante, n'est-ce  pas?  Qu'est-ce  que  vous 
voulez  qu'on  vous  apporte  dans  uii  bassin 
d'argent,  ma  chère  et  belle  Salomé,  vous  qui 
êtes  la  plus  belle  de  toutes  les  filles  de  Judée  î 
Qu'est-ce  que  vous  voulez  qu'on  vous  apporte 
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dans  un  bassin  d'argent?  Dites-moi.  Quoi 
que  cela  puisse  être  on  vous  le  donnera.  Mes 
trdsors  vous  appartiennent  Qu'est-ce  que 
c  est,  Salomé  ?  ^ 

SALOMÉ  [se  /evanf] 
La  tête  d'Iokanaan. 

HÉBODIA8. 

Ah  1  c'est  bien  dit,  ma  fille. 

RÉRODE 

Non,  non. 

RÉROOIAS 

C'est  bien  dit,  ma  fille. 

HÉRODE 

Non  non,  Saloraé.  Vous  ne  me  demande, 
pas  cela.  N  écoutez  pas  votre  mère.  Elle 
vous  donne  toujours  de  mauvais  conseils.  Il 
ne  faut  pas  l'écouter. 

SALOMÉ 

Je  n'écoute  pas  ma  mère.  C'est  pour  mon 
propre  plaisir  que  je  demande  la  tête  d'Io- 
kanaan dans  un  bassin  d'argent  Vous  avez 
juré.  Hérode.  N'oubliez  pas  que  vous  ave» 
juré. 
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HiROOB 

Je  le  sais.  J'ai  juré  par  mes  dieux.  Je  le 
«ais  bien.  Mais  je  vous  supplie.  Salomé,  de 
me  demander  autre  chose.  Demandez-moi  la 
moitié  de  mon  royaume,  et  je  vous  la  donnerai 
Mais  ne  me  demandez  pas  ce  que  vous  m'avez 
demandé. 

SALOMÉ 

Je  vous  demande  la  tfite  d'Iokanaan. 

HÉRODE 

Non,  non,  je  ne  veux  pas. 

•ALOMÉ 

Vous  avez  juré,  Hérode. 

HÉROOIAS 

Oui,  vous  avez  juré.  Tout  le  monde  vous 
•  entendu.  Vous  avez  juré  devant  tout  le 
monde. 

HÉRODE 

Taisez-vous.  Ce  n'est  pas  à  vous  que  je 
parle.  •' 

HiBODIAS 

Ma  fille  a  bien  raison  de  demander  la  tête 
de  cet  homme.  Il  a  vomi  des  insultes  contre 
moi.    Il  a  dit  des  choses  monstrueuses  contre 
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moi     On  voit  qu'elle  aime  oenucoup  sa  mère 
Ne  «Sdcz  pas.  ma  fille.     Il  a  j.,rd.  il  «  jur^ 

Hl^llODE 

Taisez-vous.    Ne  me  parlez  pa,  .  .  .  Voyons. 
SaU>n.o.  .1  faut  être  r-isonnable,  n'est-ce  pa" 
Nest-ee  pas  qu'il  faut  être  raisonnable  ?    Je 
na.  jamais  été  dur  envers  vous.     Je  vous  ai 
oujours  aimée  .  .  .  Peut-Ctre.  je  vous  ai  trop 
aimec.      Ainsi,   ne   me  demandez    pas   cela 
Cest  horrible,  e'est  épouvantable  de'^  me  de 
mander  cela.     Au  fon.i.  je  ne  crois  pas  nue 
vous  soyez  sérieuse.     La  tête  d'un  homme 
d^ca,.ité.  eest  une  chose  laide,  n'est-ce  pa^î 
Ce  n  est  pas  une  chose  qu'une  vierge  doive 
regarder.      Quel  plaisir  cela  pourrait  il  v"»^ 
donner?    Aucun.     Non.  non,  vous  ne  voulez 
pas  cela  .  .  .  Écoutez-moi  un  instant.     JW 
une  émeraude,  une  grande  émeraude  ronde 
que   le    favori  de  César    m'a    envoyée.      Si 
vous  regardiez  à  travers  cette  émeraude  vous 
pourriez  voir  des  choses  qui  se  passent  à  une 
distance  immense.     César  lui-n,ême  en  porte 
une  tout  à  fait  pareille  quand  il  va  au  cifqut 

i     r"""'  r*  P'"^  «'''"•'«■     C'est  la  Ju. 
grande  émeraude  du   monde.     N'est-ce  pas 

69 


li 


-} 


I 


SALOMÉ 

que  vous  voulei  celaf    Demandes-moi  cela 
et  je  voua  le  donnerai. 

IAI.OMÉ 

Je  demande  la  tCte  d'Iolcanaan. 

HÉHODE 

Vous  ne  m"  outei  pas,  vous  ne  m'écoutei 
pas.    Enfin,  '    ,sez-inoi  parler,  Salom«S. 

IAI.OMÉ 

La  tête  d'Iokanaan. 

HÉRODE 

Non,  non,  vous  ne  voulez  pas  cela.  Vous 
me  dites  cela  seulement  pour  me  faire  de  la 
peine,  parce  que  je  vous  ai  regardée  pendant 
toute  la  soirée.  Ehl  bien,  oui.  Je  vous  ai 
regardée  pendant  toute  la  soirée.  Votre  beauté 
m'a  troublé.  Votre  beouté  m'a  terriblement 
troublé,  et  je  vous  ai  trop  regardée.  Mais  je 
ne  le  ferai  plus.  Il  ne  fiiut  regarder  ni  les 
choses  ni  les  personnes.  Il  ne  faut  regarder 
que  dans  les  miroirs.  Car  les  miroirs  ne  nous 
montrent  que  des  masques  .  .  Oh  !  oh  I  du 
vin  !  j'ai  soif  .  .  .  Salomé,  Salomé,  soyons 
amis.  Enfin,  voyez  .  .  .  Qu'est-ce  que  je 
voulais  dire  ?  Qu'est-ce  que  c'était  î  Ah  !  je 
m'en  souviens  I . . .  Salomé  I  Non,  venez  plus 
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pris  de  moi.    J'ai  pc„r  q„e  vous  ne  m'enten- 
uifz   pus  .  .  .  SoioiiuS  vous  connals,rz  met 
paons  binncs.  mes  beaux  paons  bla.i.s,  ,,ui  ge 
promùiunt  dans  le  jar.lin  entre  les  n,,,ksn 
es  «nuKls  cyprès.     Leurs  becs  v.„l  do„  s  et, 
es^rams  qu'ils  mandent  sont  .i.rr,  «ussj'  rt 
leurs  pieds  sont  teints  <le  poMr|.i.       /,„  „l.,... 
vient    quand    ils    crient,    et     q„an,!    i,s    *e 
pavanent  la   lune   se   montre    bu    ,  iel       Ils 
vont  deux  à  deux   entre   les   cv,.  vs   ,-,    h'. 
myrtes  noirs  et  chacun   a   son   esil.i,-,    p„,,. 
e  soigner.     Quelquefois  ils  volent  à  tiavtrs 
es   arbres,   et  quelquefois  ils   couclient   sur 
le   ^azon   et  autour   de    l'étang.      Il    n'y   a 
pus  dans  le  monde  d'oiseaux  si  merveilleux 
11  n  y  aucun  roi  du  monde  qui  possède  des 
oiseaux  aussi  merveilleux.     Je  suis  sûr  que 
même  César  ne  possède  pas  d'oiseaux  n.îssi 
Deaux.     Eh  bien  1  je  vous  donnerai  cinquante 
de  mes  paons.     Ils  vous  suivront  partout,  et 
au  milieu  d  eux  vous  serez  comme  la  lune  dans 
un  grand  nuage  blanc  ...  Je  vous  les  donne- 
rai  tous.     Je  n'en  ai  que  cent,  et  il  n'y  a 
aucun  roi  du  monde  qui  possède  des  paons 
comme  les  miens,  mais  je  vous  les  donnerai 
tous.     Seulement,  il  faut  me  ddier  de  ma 
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parole  et  ne  pas  me  demander  ce  que  vous 
m'avez  demandé.     [//  vide  la  coupe  de  vin."] 

SAI.OMÉ 

Donnez-moi  la  tête  d'Iokanaan. 

HÉRODIaS 

C'est  bien  dit,  ma  fille  1     Vous,  vous  êtes 
ridicule  avec  vos  paons. 

HÉUODE 

Taisez-voui^  Vous  criez  toujours.  Vous 
criez  comme  une  bête  de  proie.  Il  ne  faut 
pas  crier  comme  cela.  Votre  voix  m'ennuie. 
Taisez-vous,  je  vous  dis  .  .  .  Salomé,  pensez 
à  ce  que  vous  fa'.tes.  Cet  homme  vient  peut- 
être  de  Dieu.  .le  suis  sûr  qu'il  v-nt  de 
Dieu.  C'est  un  saint  homme.  .  ,  doigt 
de  Dieu  l'a  touché.  Dieu  a  mis  dans  sa 
bouche  des  mots  terribles.  Dans  le  palais, 
comme  dans  le  désert.  Dieu  est  toujours  avec 
lui  .  .  .  Au  moins,  c'est  possible.  On  ne 
sait  pas,  mais  il  est  possible  que  Dieu  soit 
peur  lui  et  avec  lui.  Aussi  peut-être  (jue  s'il 
mourrait,  il  m'arriveiait  un  malheur.  Enfin,  il 
a  dit  que  le  jour  où  il  mourrait  il  arriverait  un 
malheur  à  quelqu'un.  Ce  ne  peut  être  qu'à 
moi.  Souvenez-vous,  j'ai  glissé  dans  le  sang 
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quand  je  suis  entré  ici.  Aussi  j'ai  entendu  un 
battement  d'ailes  dans  l'air,  un  battement 
d'ailes  gigantesques.  Ce  sont  de  très  mauvais 
présages.  Et  il  y  en  avait  d'autres.  Je  suis 
sûr  qu'il  y  en  avait  d'autres,  quoique  je  ne  les 
aie  pas  vus.  Eh  liien  1  Salomé,  vous  ne  voulez 
pas  qu'un  malheur  m'arrive?  Vous  ne  voulez 
pas  cela.     Enfin,  écoutez-moi. 

SAI.OMÉ 

Donnez-moi  la  tête  d'Iokunaan. 

HÉnODE 

Vous  voyez,  vous  ne  m'écoutez  pas.  Mais 
soyez  calme.  Moi,  je  suis  très  calme.  Je  suis 
tout  h  fait  calme.  Écoutez.  J'ai  des  bijoux 
caeliés  ici  que  même  votre  mère  n'a  jamais 
vus,  des  bijoux  tout  à  fait  extraordinaires.  J'ai 
un  collier  de  perles  à  quatre  rangs.  On  dirait 
des  lunes  enchaînées  de  rayons  d'argent.  On 
dirait  cinquante  lunes  captives  dans  un  filet 
d'or.  Une  reine  l'a  porté  sur  l'ivoire  de  ses 
seins.  Toi,  quand  tu  le  porteras,  tu  seras 
aussi  belle  qu'une  reine.  J'ai  des  améthystes 
de  deux  espèces.  Une  qui  est  noire  connue 
le  vin.  L'.iutre  qui  est  rouge  comme  du  vin 
qu'on  a  coloré  avec  de  l'eau.    J'ai  des  topazes 
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jaunes  comme  les  yeux  des  tigres,  et  des 
topa.es  roses  eomu.e  les  yeux  des  pigeons,  et 
de  topazes  vertes  comme  les  yeux  des  chatl 
Ja,  des  opales  qui  brûlent  toujours  avec  une 
flamme  qu.  est  très  froide,  des  opales  Z 
attnstent  les  esprits  et  ont  peur  des  Wnèbrl 
Ja,  des  onyx  semblables  aux  prunelles  dune 
morte.     Ja.  des  sélénites  ,,;.i  changent  quand 

de    œuf    et  M      "'  '^^  '"P'"'"''  '^''""^^  -""">« 
I  «  m  }?'^  """"'^'  '"^^  «eurs  bleues. 

La  mer  erre  dedans,  et  la  lune  ne  vient  ja.naTs 
troubler  le  bleu  de  ses  flots.     .Jai  des  clrv^ô 

It  il?  des'^^'ï  ^''"  '^^  ^"^-pr^^s  ê?;:; 
rub.s.  ja,  des  sardonyx  et  des  hvacinthes,  et 
des  calcddomes  et  je  vous  les  donnerai  tous 
rna,,s  tous,  et  /aj.,„terai  d'autres  choses.        e 
ro.  des  Indes  vient  ju.stement  de  mcnvover 
quatre  éventails  faits  de  plumes  de  perroqX 
et  le  ro,  de  Numidie  une  robe  faite  de  phames 
d  autruche.     J'ai    un   cristal    qu'il    n'ist  p^' 
permis  aux  femmes  de  voir  et'que  mOme^" 
jeunes  hommes  ne  doivent  reganler  qu'lprès 
.vo,r  et,  flagellés  de  verges.     Dans  un  "Xe 
de   nacre  j  a,    tn.is  turq„.,ises  «..rveillcuses 
Quand   on   les  porte  sur   le  front  on     eut 
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imnpiner  des  choses  qui  n'existent  pas,    et 
quand   on   les  porte  duns   la   main  on  peut 
rendre  les  femmes  stériles.    Ce  sont  des  trésors 
de  grande  valeur.     Ce  sont  des  trésors  s.ins 
pnx.    Et  ce  n'est  pas  tout.     Dans  un  coliret 
débènej'ai  deux  coupes  d'ambre  qui  ressem- 
blent à  des  pommes  d'or.     Si  un  ennemi  verse 
du   poison  dans  ces  coupes  elles  deviennent 
comme  des  pommes  d'argent.    Dans  un  coflret 
mcnisté  d'ambre  j'ai  des  sandales  incrustées 
de  verre.     J  ai  des  manteaux  qui  viennent  du 
pays  des  Sères  et  des  bracelets  garnis  d'escar- 
boucles  et  de  jade  qui   viennent   de   la  ville 
d'Eiiphrate  .  .  .  Enfin,  que  veux-tu,  Salonié? 
Dis-moi  ce  que  tu  désires  et  je  te  le  donnerai. 
Je  te  donnerai  tout  ce  que  tu  demanderas, 
sauf  une  chose.     Je  te  donnerai  tout  ce  que 
je  possède,  sauf  une  vie.     .fe  te  donnerai  le 
manteau  du  grand  prêtre.     Je  te  donnerai  le 
voile  du  sanctuaire. 

LES  jriFS 

Oh!  Ohl 


8AI.OMÉ 

Donne-moi  la  tête  d'Iokanaan. 
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HÉBODE  \5  affaissant  sur  son  si^ç^e] 

Quon  lui  donne  ce  qu'elle  demande  I  C'est 
bien  la  fille  de  sa  mèrel  [Le  premier  soidai 
s'approche.  Hérodias  prend  de  la  main  du 
télrarque  la  bague  de  la  mort  et  la  donne  au 
soldat  qui  rapporte  immédiatement  au  bourreau. 
Le  bourreau  a  l'air  effaré.]  Qui  a  pris  ma 
bajfue?  Il  y  avait  une  bague  si  ma  main 
droite.  Qui  a  bu  mon  vin  I  II  y  avait  du 
vin  dans  ma  coupe.  Elle  était  pleine  de  vin. 
Quelqu'un  l'a  bu  ?  Oh  I  je  suis  sûr  qu'il  va 
arriver  un  malheur  à  quelqu'un.  [Le  bourreau 
descend  dans  la  citerne.]  Ah!  pourquoi  ai-je 
donné  ma  parole?  Les  rois  ne  doivent 
jamais  donner  leur  parole.  S'ils  ne  la  ganicnt 
pas,  c'est  terrible.  S'ils  la  gardent,  c'est  terrible 
aussi  .  ,  , 

HÉRODIAS 

Je  trouve  que  ma  fille  a  bien  fait. 

HKRODE 

Je  suis  sûr  qu'il  va  arriver  un  malheur. 

8AI.O.MÉ  [Elle  se  penche  sur  la  citerne  et  écoute:] 
Il  n'y  a  pas  de  bruit.      Je  n'entends  rien. 
Pourquoi  ne  crie-t-il  pas,  cet  homme?    Ah! 
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si  quelqu'un  cherclinit  à  me  tuer,  je  crierais, 
je  me  débattrais,  je  ne  voudrais  pas  soufl'rir .  . . 
Frappe,  frappe,  Naaman.  Frappe,  je  te 
dis  .  .  .  Non.  Je  n'entends  rien.  Il  y  a  un 
silence  affreux.  Aii  1  quehjue  chose  est  tomlié 
par  terre.  J'ai  entendu  quelque  cliosc  tomber. 
C'fîtait  l'épée  du  bourreau.  Il  a  peur,  cet 
esclave  1  II  a  laissé  tomber  son  épce.  Il 
n'ose  pas  le  tuer.  C'est  un  lâche,  cet  esclave  I 
11  faut  envoyer  des  soldats.  {Elle  voit  le  page 
dHérodias  et  s'adresse  à  /ut.]  VMens  ici.  'i'u 
as  été  l'ami  de  celui  qui  est  mort,  n'est-ce 
pas  ?  Eh  bien,  il  n'y  a  pas  eu  assez  de 
morts.  Dites  aux  soldats  qu'ils  descendent 
et  m'apportent  ce  (pie  je  demande,  ce  (lue  le 
tétrarcpie  m'a  promis,  ce  qui  m'appartient. 
[Le  /a;'*  recu/e.  Elle  s'adresse  aux  soldais.] 
Venez  ici,  soldats.  Descendez  dans  cette 
citerne,  et  apportez-moi  la  tête  de  cet  liomme. 
[Les  soldats  reculent.]  'l'étrarque,  tctrarque, 
commandez  à  vos  soldats  de  mapporter  la 
tête  d'Iokanaan.  [Un  grand  bras  noir,  le  bras 
du  bourreau,  sort  de  la  citerne  apportant  sur  un 
bouclier  d'argent  la  tête  d'Iokanaan.  Salami  la 
saisit.  Hirode  se  cache  le  visage  avec  son 
maxteau.     Hérodias    sourit   et    s'ivente.     Les 
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ba.er  U  bouche,  lokanaan.  Eh  bien  I  je 
^  l-aisera,  >,ma,te.mnt.  Je  la  mordrai  avec 
mes  dents  coM,n,e  on  mord  un  fruit  un'r. 
Ou,,  je  basera,  te  bouche,  lokanaan.    Je  te 

bien,  ie  rf"'  P'"-  J"  *"  '"'  '^it-  Eh 
«"en!  je   la   baisera,    maintenant  .  Mai, 

pour.,uo,  „e  me  regardes-tu  pas,  lokanaan' 

U-s     yeux     .,u,     «aient     si     terribles,     qui 

«aient  s>  pleins  de  colère  et  de  >nép  is  Z 

sont  ferm&  ?    Ouvre  tes  yeux  1     Soulève  te 

paupières,    lokanaan.      Pourquoi   ne  me    e 

gardes.tu  pas  ?     As-tu  peur  dJ  moi.  lok'L", 

que  tu  ne  veux  pas  me  regarder?  .  .      Et  ta 

dardant  des  poisons,  elle  ne  remue  plus  elle 
ne  dit  nen  maintenant,  lokanaan,  cette  vipère 
rouffc-  qu.  a  vomi  son  venin  sur  moi.  C'est 
étrange,  „  est-ce  pas?  Comment  se  fait-il 
que  la  vipère  rouge  ne  remue  plus  ?  'I'm 

rejUee.  Tu  mas  dit  des  choses  infâmes.  Tu 
m  as  traitée  comme  une  courtisane,  comme 
une  prostituée,  moi,  Salomé,  fille  d'Hérodias. 
Pnncesse  de  Judée  I     Eh  bien.  lokanaan,  mo 
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je  vis  encore,  mais  toi  tu  es  mort  et  ta  tête 
m'appartient    Je  puis  en  faire  ce  que  je  veux. 
Je  puis  la  jeter  aux  chiens  et  aux  oiseaux  de 
l'air.     Ce  que  laisseront  les  chiens,  les  oisea\ix 
de  l'air  le  mangeront ...  Ah  1  lokanaan,  loka- 
naan,  tu  as  été  le  seul  homme  que  j'ai  aimé. 
Tous  les  autres  hommes  m'inspirent  du  dégoût 
Mais,  toi,  tu  étais  beau.     Ton  corps  était  une 
colonne  d'ivoire  sur  un  socle  d'argent    C'était 
un  jardin  plein  de  colombes  et  de  lis  d'argent. 
C'était  une  tour  d'argent  ornée  de  boucliers 
d  ivoire.    11  n'y  avait  rien   au  monde  d'aussi 
blanc  que  ton  corps.    11  n'y  avait   rien  au 
monde  d'aussi  noir  que  tes  cheveux.     Dans 
le  inonde  tout  entier  il  n'y  avait  rien  d'aussi 
rouge  que  ta  bouche.     Ta  voix  était  un  en- 
censoir qui  répandait   d'étranges  parfums,  et 
quand  je  te  rej,'ardais  j'entendais  une  musique 
étrange  1    Ah  !   pourquoi  ne   m'as-tu  pas  re- 
gardée, lokanaan  ?    Derrière  tes  mains  et  tes 
blasphèmes  tu  as  caché  ton   visage.     Tu  as 
mis  sur  tes  yeux  le  bandeau  de  celui  qui  veut 
voir  son  Dieu.     Eh  bien,  tu  l'as  vu,  ton  Dieu, 
lokanaan,  mais   moi,   moi  ...   tu  ne  mas 
jamais  vue.     Si   tu   mai.iis  vue,  tu  m'aurais 
aimée.     Moi,  je  t'ai  vu,  lokanaan,  et  je  tai 
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aimé.  Oh  !  comme  je  t'ai  aimé.  Je  t'aime 
encore,  loicanaun.  Je  n'aime  que  toi .  .  ,  J'ai 
soif  de  ta  beauté.  J'ai  faim  de  ton  corps. 
Et  ni  le  vin,  ni  les  fruits  ne  peuvejit  apaiser 
mon  désir.  Qr.t  ferai-je,  lokanaan,  main- 
tenant ?  Ni  If"  deuves  ni  les  grandes  eaux, 
ne  pourraient  teindre  ma  passion.  .létais 
une  Princesse,  tu  m'as  dédaignée.  J'i'tuis  une 
vierge,  tu  m'as  déflorée.  J'étais  chaste,  tu  as 
rempli  mes  veines  de  feu  ...  Ah  I  Ah  I 
pourquoi  ne  m'as-tu  pas  regardée,  lokanaan  ? 
Si  tu  m'avais  regardée,  tu  m'aurais  aimée.  Je 
sais  bien  que  tu  m'aurais  aimée,  et  le  mystère 
de  l'amour  est  plus  grand  que  le  mystère  de 
la  mort     II  ne  faut  regarder  que  l'amour. 

HÉKODE 

Elle  est  monstrueuse,  ta  fille,  elle  est  tout 
à  fait  monstrueuse.  Enfin,  ce  qu'elle  a  fait 
est  un  grand  crime.  Je  suis  sûr  que  c'est  un 
crime  contre  un  Dieu  inconnu. 

HÉRODIA8 

J'approuve  ce  que  ma  fille  a  fait,  et  je  veux 
rester  ici  maintenant. 

HÉRODE  [se  levant"] 
Ah  I  l'épouse  incestueuse  qui  parle  1  Viens  1 
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SALOMÉ 

Je  ne  veux  pas  rester  ici.    Viens,  je  te  dis.    Je 

suis  sûr  qu'il  va  arriver  un  malheur.    Manasse, 

Issachar,  Ozias,  éteignez  les  flambeaux.    Je  ne 

veux  pas  regarder  les  choses.    Je  ne  veux  pas 

que  les  choses  me  regardent     Éteignez  les 

flambeaux.     Cachez    la    lune!     Cachez    les 

étoiles  1     Cachons -nous   dans   notre    palais, 

Hérodias.     .Je  commence  à  avoir  peur. 

[Les  esclaves  éteignent   les  /lambeaux.     Les 

étoiles    disparaissent.      Un   grand  nuage 

noir  passe  à  travers  la  lune  et  la  cache 

complètement.      La    scènr  devient   tout  à 

fait  sombre.      Le   tétrarque  commence    à 

monter  t escalier.'] 

LA   VOIX    DE   SALOMÉ 

Ah!  j'ai  baisé  ta  bouche,  Tokanaan,  j'ai 
baisé  ta  bouche.  Il  y  avait  une  acre 
saveur  sur  tes  lèvres.  Était-ce  la  saveur  du 
sang?  .  .  .  Mais,  peut-être  est-ce  la  saveur 
de  l'amour.  On  dit  que  l'amour  a  une  acre 
saveur  .  .  .  Mais,  qu'importe  ?  Qu'importe  î 
J'ai  baisé  ta  bouche,  lokanaan,  j'ai  baisé  ta 
bouche. 

[Un   rayon   de   lune   tombe   sur   Salomé  et 
féclaire.'] 
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SALOMÉ 

Rl^.RODE  [s*  reloumant  tt  voyant  Sa/om/] 
Tuez  cette  femme  1 
[Ltt  soldais  s'élancent  tt  écrasent  sous  leurs 

boucliers  Salomé,  fille  ^Hérodias,  Prin- 

uts*  diJucUt.^ 
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[Enfer  the  hl;  band] 

SIMONE 

My  good  wife,  you  come  slowly,  were  it  not 

better 
To  run  to  raeet  your  lord  ?     Hère,  take  my 

cloak. 
Take  this  pack  first.    Tis  heavy.     I  hâve  sold 

nothing  : 
Save  a  furred  robe  unto  the  Cardinal's  son, 
Who  hopes  to  wear  it  when  his  father  dies. 
And  hopes  that  will  be  soon. 

But  who  is  this  î 
Whyyou  hâve  hère  some  ftiend.    Some  kins- 

man  doubtless, 
Newly  returned  from  foreign  lands  and  fallen 
Upon  a  house  without  a  host  to  greet  him  ? 
I  crave  your  pardon,  kinsman.     For  a  house 
Lackiiig  a  host  is  but  an  empty  thing 
And  void  of  honour  ;  a  cup  without  its  wine, 
A  scabbard  without  steel  to  keep  it  straight. 
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A  flowerless  garderi  widowed  of  tlie  sun. 
Again  I  crave  youi-  pardon,  my  sweet  cousin. 

BIANCA 

TIlis  is  no  kinsman  and  no  cousin  neitiier. 

SIJIONE 

No  kinsman,  and  no  cousin  I      You   amaze 

me. 
Who  is  it  tlien  wiio  with  sucli  courtly  grâce 
Deigns  to  accept  our  hospitalities  î 

GUIDO 

My  tiame  is  Guido  Bardi. 

SIMONE 

What  I    The  son 
Of  that  great  Lord  of  Florence  wiiose  d:m 

towcrs 
Like  siiadows  silvered  by  the  wandering  moon 
I  see  from  out  ray  casement  every  niglit  ! 
Sir  Guido  Bardi,  you  are  welcome  iiere, 
Twice  welcome.    For  I  trust  my  lioiiest  wife, 
ftlost  lionest  if  uncomely  to  the  eye, 
Hath   not   with   i'oolisii   chatterings  wearied 

you. 
As  is  the  wont  of  women. 
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Yolir  gracious  !ady, 
Whose  beaiity  is  a  lamp  that  pales  tlie  stars 
And  rol)s  Diana's  quiver  of  her  beams 
Has  welcomcd  me  with  such  sweet  coiirtcsies 
That  if  it  be  her  pleasure,  and  your  own, 
I  will  corne  often  to  your  simple  house. 
And  wlien  your  business  bids  you  walk  abroad 
I  will  sit  hère  and  cliariu  her  lonelhiess 
Lest  she  miglit  sorrow  for  you  overmuch. 
VVhat  say  you,  good  Simone  ? 


i 


SIMONE 

My  noble  Lord, 
You  bnng  me   such   high   hoiiour  that   my 

tongue 
Likr      ilave's  tongue  is  tied,  and  cannot  siiy 
The     vord  it  would.    Yet  not  to  give  you 

thanks 
Were  to  be  too  uniriannerly.     So,  I  thank 

you, 
From  my  heart's  core. 

It  is  such  things  as  thèse 
That  knit  a  state  together,  when  a  Prince 
So  nobly  born  and  of  such  fair  address, 
Forgetting  unjust  Fortunes  différences, 
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Cornes  to  an  honest  burglier's  honest  liome 
As  a  most  honest  friend. 

And  yet,  my  Lord, 
I  fear  I  am  too  bold.     Some  other  night 
We  trust  that  you  wiU  corne  hère  as  a  friend 
lo-night  yoij  corne  to  buy  mv  merchandise.  ' 
Is  it  not  so  ?    Silks,  velvets,  what  you  wiU, 
I  doubt  not  but  I  hâve  some  dainty  wares' 
WiU  woo  your  fancy.     True,  the  hour  is  late. 
But  we  poor  merchants  toil  both  night  and 

day 
To  malce  our  scanty  gains.    The  tolls are  high, 
And  every  city  levies  its  own  toll. 
And  prentices  are  unskilful,  and  wives  even 
Lack  sensé  and  cunning,  though  Bianca  hère 
Hïs  brought  me  a  rich  customer  to-night. 
Is  it  not  so,  Bianca  ?     But  I  waste  lime 
Where  i.»   my   pack?    Where  is  my  pack, 
I  sa)  ?  ^    r      . 

Open  it,  my  good  ivife.     Unloose  the  cords. 
Kneel  down  u,.on  the  floor.    You  are  better  so. 
Nay   not   that   one,   the   other.     Despatch, 

despateh  ! 
Buyers  will  grow  impatient  oftentimes. 
We  dare  not  keep  them  waiting.     Ay  J  'tis 

that, 

88 


A   FLORENTINE   TRAGEDY 
Give  it  to  me  ;  with  care.     It  is  most  eostly. 
Touch  It  with  care.  And  iiow.my  noble  Lord— 
Nay,  pardon,  I  hâve  hère  a  Lucca  damask, 
The  very  web  of  silver  and  the  roses 
So  cunningly  wrought  that  tliey  luek  perfume 
merely 

To  clieat  the  wanton  sensé.    Touch  it,  my 
Lord.  ' 

Is  it  not  soft  as  water,  strong  as  steel  ? 
And  tlien  the  roses!      Are  they  not  finely 
woven  ?  ^ 

I  think  the  hillsides  that  be!,t  love  the  rose, 
At  Bellosguardo  or  at  Fiesole, 
Throw  no  such  blossoms  on  the  lap  of  spring 
Or  if  they  do  their  blossoms  droop  and  die 
Such  IS  the  fate  of  ail  the  dainty  tliings 
That  dance  in  wind  and  water.     Nature  her- 

self 
Makes  war  on  her  own  loveliness  and  slays 
Her  children  like  Medea.    Nay  but,  mv  Lord 
Look  doser  still.     Why  in  this  damask  iiere  ' 
It  is  summer  always,  an.'.(  no  winters  tooth 
Will  ever  bligl.t  thèse  oiossoms.     For  eveiy 

I  paid  a  pièce  of  g<,ld.     Red  gold,  and  good, 
The  fruit  ofcarefulthritt. 
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OUIDO 

Honest  Simone, 
Enoiigh,  I  pray  you.    I  nm  well  content, 
To-morrow  I  wiU  send  my  servu.'it  to  you, 
Who  will  pay  twice  your  price. 

SIMONE 

My  generous  Prince  ! 
I  kiss  your  liands.     And  now  i  ,|„  lemember 
Another  treasure  hidden  in  my  Iioiise 
Wliifh  you  must  see.     It  is  a  robe  of  state  : 
Woven  by  a  Venetian  :  the  stuff,  cut-velvet  : 
ïlie  puttern,  poniegranates  :    each   separate 

seed 
Wrought  of  a  pearl  :  the  collar  ail  of  pearis. 
As  thick  as  moths  in  suininer  streets  at  night. 
And  whiter  tlian  the  mooiis  that  madmen  see' 
Through  prison  bars  at  morning.    A  maie  ruby 
Uurns  like  a  lighted  coal  within  the  clasp. 
The  Holy  Father  lias  not  such  a  stone, 
Nor  coiild  tlie  Indies  show  a  brotlier  to  it. 
The  brooch  itself  is  of  most  curious  art, 
Cellini  never  made  a  fairer  thing 
To   please  the  great  Lorenzo.      You   must 

wear  it. 
There  is  none  worthier  in  our  city  hère. 
And  it  will  suit  you  well.     Uion  one  side 
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A  slim  and  liorned  satyr  leaps  in  gold 

lo  catch  some  nyniph  of  sUver.     Upon  the 

other 
Stands  Si.ence  with  a  ciystal  in  her  hand. 
No  bigger  thaï)  the  smallest  car  of  corn, 
That  wavers  at  the  passinff  of  a  bird, 
And  yet  so  cunningly  wrought  that  one  woiild 

say 

It  breathed,  or  held  its  breath. 

nr     ij  ■  .  Worthy  Bianca, 

Would  not  this  noble  an.l  most  costly  robe 
huit  young  Lord  Guido  well  ? 

u       .„     „  ^'"y-  *>"*  entreat  him  ; 

He  will  refuse  you  nothing,  though  the  priée 
«e  as  a  prnice's  ransom.     And  your  protit 
Shall  not  be  less  than  mine. 

BIANCA 

wru      L     ,j  »    .  Am  I  your  prentice î 

H  hy  should  I  chaffer  for  your  velvet  robe  ? 

GUIDO 

Nay,  fair  Bianca,  I  will  buy  the  robe. 
And  ail  things  that  the  honest  merchant  bas 
X  v.,ll  buy  also.     Princes  must  be  ransomed. 
And  fortunate  are  ail  high  lords  who  fall 
Into  the  white  haiids  of  so  fair  a  foe. 
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SIMONK 

I  stuiid  rebuked.  But  you  will  buy  my  wares  t 
Will  you  not  buy  them  ?  Fifly  thousniid  crowns 
Would  scarce  repay  me.     Uut  you,  my  Lord, 

shttU  hâve  tliem 
For  forty  thousand.     Is  that  puce  too  hiffb  ? 
Narae  your  own  price.    I  hiive  a  curious  fancy 
To  see  you  in  tliis  wonder  of  the  lonin 
Amidst  the  noble  ladies  of  the  court, 
A  flower  amoiig  flowers. 

They  say,  my  lord. 
Thèse  highbom  daraes  do  so  affcct  yourCirace 
That   where    you   go  they  throng  like  Aies 

around  you, 
Each  seeking  for  your  favour. 

T  hâve  heard  aiso 
Of  husbands  that  wear  horns,  and  wear  them 

bravely, 
A  fashion  most  fantastical. 


Mh' 


Simone, 
Your  reckless    tongue   neeas  ciirbing;   and 

besides. 
You  do  forget  this  gracious  lady  hère 
Whose  délicate  ears  are  surely  not  attuned 
To  such  coarse  music. 
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.^IMUNB 

Tn;e  :  I  hod  f<irffi)tten, 
Nor  will  iffend  i.gain.  Yet,  my  sweet  I,ord, 
You  '11  buy  tlie  robe  of  stnte.     Will  you  iiot 

buy  it  î 
Rut  forty  thousand  crowns.     'T.   but  a  trifle, 
To  one  wlio  is  Giovanni  Bardi's  heir. 

oumo 

Settle  tliis  thing  to-morrow  with  my  steward 

Antonio  Costa.     Ke  will  couie  to  you. 

And   you    will    hâve    a    hundred    thousand 

crowns 
If  that  will  serve  your  purpose. 

SIMONE 

A  hundred  thousand  1 
Said  you  a  hundred  thousand?     Oh!  be  sure 
1  iiat  will  for  ail  timc,  and  in  everytliing 
Make  me  your  debtor.    Ay  1  from  this  time 

forth 
My  house,  with  everytliing  my  housecontaii.s 
Is  j  ours,  and  only  yours. 

A  hundred  thousand  I 
My  brain  is  dazed.     I  will  be  riclier  far 
Than  ail  the  other  merchants.     I  will  buy 
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Viiieyards,  aiid  lunds,  and  gardens.      Every 

looin 
Froin  Milan  down  to  Sicily  shall  be  mine, 
And  iriine  tlie  pearis  tliat  the  Arabian  seas 
Store  in  their  silent  caverns. 

Generous  Prince, 
This  night  shall  prove  the  herald  of  niy  love, 
Wliit'h  is  so  grent  tliiit  wliatsoe'er  you  ask 
It  will  not  be  denied  you. 


OUIDO 


For  white  Bianca  h.'re  ? 


What  if  I  asked 


SIMONE 

You  jest,  my  I-ord, 
She  is  not  wortliy  of  so  great  a  Prince. 
She  is  but  mode  to  keep  the  house  and  spin. 
Is  it  not  so,  good  wife  ?     It  is  so.     Look  I 
Your  distaff  waits  for  you.     Sit  down  and 

spin. 
Women  should  not  be  idle  in  their  homes, 
For  idle  Angers  muke  a  thoughtiess  heart. 
Sit  down,  I  say. 


BIANCA 

ni 


What  shall  I  spin  ? 
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IIMONX 

Oh  I  spin 
S  tne   robe  which,  dyed  in  pur,  -,  «orrow 
mif{ht  wesr 

For  her  own  comforting  ;  or  some  .,,.ig.fringed 

cloth 
In  which  a  new-bom  and  unwelcome  babe 
Mifçht  wail  iinheeded;  or  a  dainty  sheet 
Which,  delicatelv  perfunied  with  sweet  herbs, 
Might  serve  to  wrap  a  dead  tr;  i,     Spin  what 

you  will  ; 
le-;  not,  I. 

BIANCA 

The  brittle  thread  is  brnken, 
The  diill  wheel  v  -aries  of  its  ceaseless  round, 
The  duller  disUi      .kens  of  its  load  ; 
I  will  not  spin  to  .„glit. 

SIMONE 

It  matters  not 
To-morrow  you  shall  spin,  and  every  day 
Shall  find  you  at  your  distaff.     So  Lucretia 
Was    found    by    Tarquin.      So,   perchance, 
Lucretia 

Waited  for  Tarquin.    Who  knows?     I  hâve 
heard 
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Strange  thiiigs  about  men's  wives.    And  now, 

my  lord, 
What  news  abroad  ?     I  heard  to-day  at  Pisa 
That  certain  of  the  English  merchants  there 
Would  sell  their  wooUens  at  a  lower  rate 
Than  the  just  laws  allow,  and  hâve  entreated 
The  Signory  to  hear  them. 

Is  this  well  ? 
Should  merchant  be  to  merchant  as  a  wolf  ? 
And  should  the  stranger  living  in  our  land 
Seek  by  enforced  privilège  or  craft 
To  rob  us  of  our  profits  ? 

OUIDO 

What  should  I  do 
With  merchants  or  their  profits  ?    Shall  I  go 
And  wrangle  with  the  Signory  on  your  count  ? 
And  wear  the  gown  in  which  you  buy  from 

fools, 
Or  sell  to  sillier  bidders  ?     Honest  Simone, 
Wool-selling  or  wool-gatheriiig  is  for  you. 
My  wits  bave  other  quarrias. 

BIANCA 

Noble  Lord, 
I  pray  you  pardon  my  good  husband  hère, 
His  soûl  stands  ever  in  the  market-place, 
96 


A   FLORENTINE   TRAGEDY 

And  his  heart  beats  but  at  the  price  of  wooL 
Yet  lie  is  honest  in  his  common  way. 

[  To  SIMONE] 

And  you,  hâve  you  no  shame  ?   A  gracious 

Prince 
Cornes  to  our  house,  and  you  must  weary  him 
With   most  misplaeed  assurance.      Ask  his 

pardon. 

SIMONE 

I  ask  it  humbly.     We  will  talk  to-night 
Of  other  tliings.     I  hear  the  Holy  Father 
Has  sent  a  letter  to  the  King  of  France 
Bidding  him  cross  that  shield  of  snow,  the 

AIps, 
And  make  a  peace  in  Italy,  which  will  be 
Worse  than  war  of  brothers,  and  more  bloody 
Than  civil  rapine  or  intestine  feuds. 

GUIDO 

Oh  !  we  are  weary  of  that  King  of  France, 
Who  never  cornes,  but  ever  talks  of  comin'g. 
What  are  thèse  things  to  me?     There  are 

other  things 
Closer,  and  of  more  import,  good  Simone. 

BIANCA   \to  SIMONE] 

I  tliink  you  tire  our  most  gracious  guest 
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What  is  the  King  of  France  to  us  ?    As  much 
As  are  your  English  merchants  with  their 
wool. 
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SIMONE 

Is  it  so  then  ?     Is  ail  this  mighty  world 
Narrowed  into  the  confines  of  this  room 
With  but  three  soûls  for  poor  inhabitants  ? 
Ay!   there  are  times  when   the  great  uni- 

verse, 
Like  cloth  in  some  unskilful  dyer's  vat, 
Shrivels  into  a  handsbreadtli,  and  perchance 
That  time  is  now  1    Well  1  let  that  time  be 

now. 
Let  this  mean  room  be  as  that  mighty  stage 
Whereon  kings  die,  and  our  ignoble  lives 
Become  the  stakes  God  plays  for. 

I  do  not  know 
Wliy  I  speak  thus.  My  ride  bas  wearied  me. 
And  my  horse  stumbled  thrice,  which  is  an 

omen 
That  bodes  not  good  to  any. 

Alas  !  my  lord, 
How  poor  a  bargain  is  this  life  of  man. 
And  in  how  mean  a  raarket  are  we  sold  1 
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When  we  are  born  our  mothers  weep,  but 

when 
We  die  there  is  none  weep  for  us.     No,  not 

°"^'  [Passes  to  back  of  stage.'\ 

BIANCA 

How  like  a  common  chapman  does  he  speak  1 
I  hâte  him,  soûl  and  body.     Cowardice 
Has  set  her  pale  seal  on  his  brow.    His  hands 
Whiter  than  poplar  leaves  in  windy  springs, 
Shakewith  some  palsy;  and  his  stammerii'ig 

mouth 
Blurts  out  a  foolish  froth  of  empty  words 
Like  water  from  a  conduit 

OUIDO 

„    .  Sweet  Bianca, 

He  is  not  worthy  of  your  thought  or  mine. 
The  man  is  but  a  very  honest  knave 
FuU  of  fine  phrases  for  hfe's  merchandise, 
Selling  most  dear  what  he  niust  hold  most 

cheap, 
A  windy  brawler  in  a  world  of  words. 
I  never  met  so  éloquent  a  fool. 

BIANCA 

Oh,  would  that  Death  might  take  him  where 
he  stands  ! 
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SIMONE  [ùtrnii/^  mmd] 
Who  spiike  of  Dfiith  ? 

Deatli. 

What  slioiild  Ilcath  do  in  such  a  merry  house, 
With  but  a  wife,  a  husband,  and  a  friend 
To  give  it  greetinjf  ?    I,et  Death  go  to  hoiises 
Where  there  are  vile,  adiilterous  things,  cliaste 

wives 
Who  growing  weary  of  their  noble  lords 
Draw  back  tiie  curtains  of   their  marriage 

beds, 
And  in  polliited  and  dislionoiired  sheets 
Feed  some  unlawful  lust.     Ayl'tisso 
Strange,  and  yet  so.     You  do  net  kiiow  the 

world. 
You  are  too  single  and  too  honourable. 
I  know  it  well.     And  would  it  were  not  so, 
But  wisdom  cornes  with  winters.      My  hair 

grows  grey, 
And  youth  bas  left  my  body.      Enough  of 

that. 
To-night  is  ripe  for  pleasuie,  and  indeed, 
I  would  be  merry,  as  beseems  a  host 
Who  finds  a  gracions  and  unlooked-for  guest 
Waiting  to  greet  him.  [Tukes  up  a  /uie.] 

But  what  is  this,  my  lord  ? 
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Why.  you  hâve  brought  a  lute  to  play  to  us. 
Oh  I  play,  sweet  Prince.  And,  if  I  am  bold. 
Pardon,  but  play. 

GUIDO 

I  will  not  play  to-night. 
home  other  night,  Simone. 
[To  bianca]  You  and  I 

logether,  with  no  listeners  but  the  stars, 
Or  the  more  jealous  moon. 

SIMONE 

-,        ,  Nay,  but  my  lord  1 

Nay,  but   I  do  beseech  you.      For  I   hâve 

heard 
That  by  the  simple  fingering  of  a  string 
Or  délicate  breath  breathed  along  hollowed 

reeds. 
Or  blown  into  cold  mouths  of  cunning  bronze. 
Ihose  who  are  curions  in  this  art  can  draw 
Poor  soûls  from  prison-houses.     I  hâve  heard 

also 

How  such  strange  magie  lurks  w"    .=n  thèse 

shells 
And  innocence  puts  vine-leaves  in  her  hair. 
And    wantons    like    a   maenad.      Let    that 

pass. 
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A   FLORENTINE   TRAGEDY 

Your  lute  I  know  is  chaste.     And  tlierefore 

play  : 
Ravish  my  eais  with  some  sweet  .'.elody  ; 
My  soûl  is  in  a  prisou-liouse,  and  needs 
Music  to  cure  its  madness.     Good  Bianca, 
Entreat  our  guest  to  play. 

BIANCA 

Be  not  afraid, 
Oiir  well-Ioved  guest  will  choose  liis  place  and 

moment  : 
That  moment  is  not  now.     You  weary  him 
With  your  uncouth  insistence. 

GUIDO 

Honest  Simone, 
Some  other  night.     To-nij^ht  I  am  content 
With  t'ii";  low  music  of  Bianca's  voice, 
Who,   when    she    speaks,    charms    the    toc 

amorous  air. 
And   makes  the  reeling  earth  stand  still,  or 

fix 
His  cycle  round  her  beauty. 


You  flatter  her. 
She  has  her  virtues  as  most  women  hâve, 
But  beauty  is  a  gem  she  may  not  wear. 
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It  is  better  so,  perchance. 

„  .„  ^^'ell,  my  dear  lord, 

It  you  will  not  draw   mélodies   froni   your 

lute 
To  charm  my  moody  and  o'er-troiibled  soûl 
You  '11  drink  with  me  at  least  ?      [Sees  /afi/e.] 
-,  Your  place  is  l.iid. 

*etch  me  a  stool,  Bianca.     Close  tlie  sliiillcis 
Set  the  fîreat  bar  across.     I  would  not  liave 
1  he  curious  world  with  its  small  prying  ej  es 
1  o  peer  upon  our  pleasure. 

„.  New,  my  lord, 

t»ive  us  a  toast  from  a  full  biimming  cup. 

•HT-.    ^    .       ,  .  [Slar/s  iack.'] 

"bat    is    this    stain   upon   the  doth  ?      It 

looks 
As  purple  as  a  wound  upon  Christ's  side 
Wine  merely  is  it  ?     I  bave  heard  it  said 
VVhen  wme  is  spilt  blood  is  spf   also 
But  that  's  a  foolish  taie. 

M  .  My  lord,  I  trust 

My  grape  is  to  your  liking?      The  wine  of 

Naples 
Is  fiery   like  its   mountains.      Our    Tuscan 

vineyards 
Yield  a  more  wliolesomc  juice. 
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OUIDO 

I  like  it  well, 
Honest  Simone  ;  and,  with  your  good  leave, 
Will  toast  the  fair  Uianca  when  her  lips 
Hâve  like  red   rose  leaves    floated    on   this 

cup 
And  left  its  vintege  sweeter.     Taste,  Bianca. 
[bianca  drinks.'\ 
Oh,  ail  the  honey  of  Hyblean  bées, 
Matched  with  this  draught  were  bit  er  I 

Good  Simone, 
You  do  not  share  the  feast 

SIMONE 

It  is  strange,  my  lord, 
I  cannot  eat  or  drink  with  you,  to-night 
Some  humour,  or  some  fever  in  my  blood, 
At  other  seasons  temperate,  or  some  tliought 
That  like  an  adder  creeps  from  point  to  point, 
That  like  a  madman  crawls  from  eell  to  cell, 
Poisons  my  palate  and  makes  appetite 
A  loathing,  not  a  longing.  \_Goes  aside.'] 

OUIDO 

Sweet  Bianca, 
This    common    chapman   wearies   me    with 
words. 
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I  m.ut  go  hence.    To-morrow  1  wiU  come. 
1  en  me  the  hour. 

BIANCA 

rr  X-.  ,  *^°'"®  "''*''  the  youngest  dawn  I 

UntilIseeyouaUmylifeisvaia 

OUIDO 

Ah  I  loose  the  falling  midnight  of  your  hair. 
And  m  those  uars.  your  eyes,  let  me  behold 
Mme  Mnage,  as  in  mirr.-rs.     Dear  l.ianca, 
1  hough  it  be  but  a  shadow.  kcep  me  there 
Nor  ga7,e  at  anytbing  that  does  not  show 
Some  syrabol  of  my  s.n,blance.     I  am  jealouï 
Ot  what  your  vision  feasts  on. 

BIANCA 

V  ..  OJi  '  be  sure 

Your  image  will  be  with  me  always.     Dear 
Love  can  translate  the  very  meanest  thing  ' 
Into  a  sign  of  sweet  remembrances. 
But  corne  before  the  lark  with  its  shriU  song 

ouuo 

,,.        ,  And  by  a  ladder 

Wrought  out  of  scarlet  silk  and  sewn  with 
pearls 
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Wi  11  corne  to  meet  me.    White  foot  «fier  foot, 
T<ike  siiow  upon  a  rose-tree. 

BIANCA 

As  you  will. 
Vou    know  that   I  am    yours   for  love    or 
Dcuth. 


OUIDO 

Simone,  I  must  go  to  mine  house. 

SIMONE 

So    soon?      Why    should    youî    the   greit 

Duomo's  bell 
Has   net   yet  toll'^d  its  midnight,  and  the 

watcliman 
Who  with  tlieir  hoUow  horns  mock  the  pale 

moon, 
Lie  drowsy  in  their  towers.     Stay  awhile. 
I  fcar  we  inay  not  see  yoii  hère  again, 
And  tliat  fear  saddeiis  my  too  simple  heart. 


Mli; 


OUIDO 

Be  not  afraid,  Simone.     I  will  stand 
Most  constant  in  my  friendship.    Butto-night 
I  go  to  mine  own  home,  and  that  at  once. 
To-morrow,  sweet  Biaiica. 
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SIMONE 

f  ,  ,  ,  WcII,  wpII,  so  he  it. 

I  would  hâve  wislicd  for  fullcr  c.i.virsc  wilh 
you, 

My  new  friend,  my  lio.ioi.ruble  guest, 
But  tliat  itseenis  may  not  be. 

T  j        ^   ,     .  And  bcsides 

I  do  not  doiibt  your  father  waits  for  you. 
Wearyi.ig    for    voice   or   footsten.     You     I 

tliink, 
Are  his  one  cl.ild  ?     H    bas  no  othcr  d.ild. 
Vou  are  the  gracious  pillar  of  his  house, 
Xhe  flower  of  a  garden  fidl  <if  «eeds 
Your  father's  nepliews  do  not  love  him  «ell 
So  run  folk's  tongues  in  Florence.     I  n.tant 

but  that; 
Men  say  they  envy  your  inheritance 
And  look  upon  your  vineyurd  with  fierce  eyes 
As  Ahab  hioked  on  Xnhotb's  goodlv  (ield 
But  that  is  but  the  chatter  of  a  town 
VVhere  women  talk  too  much. 

t-  .  .  ^'""'  l'Rht.  mv  lord, 

tetch  a  pine  torch.  Hianea.     The  old' stair- 

case 
Is  full  of  pitfalls,  and  the  chiirlish  moon 
Grows,  like  a  miser,  niggard  of  her  beams. 
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And  hides  hcr  face  twliirul  n  miislin  mnsk 
A»  hurloU  do  when  tliey  go  f'urtli  to  sitiiire 
Some  wretclied  soûl  in  uin.     Now,  I  will  nvt 
Your  cloak   and  iword.      Nay,  pardon,   niy 

good  Kord, 
It  is  but  meet  that  I  ihould  wait  on  you 
Who  hâve  so  honoured  my  poor  burglier's 

house, 
Drunk  of  my  wine,  and   broken  bread,  and 

made 
Yourselfasweet  familiar.     Oftentimei 
My  wife  and  I  will  talk  of  this  .  ,ir  night 
And  its  great  issues. 

Why,  what  a  sword  is  tliisi 
Ferrara's  temper,  pliant  as  a  f  nake, 
And  deadlier,  I  di>ubt  not        /ith  such  steel 
One  need  f'ear  notliing  in  t.      noil  of  lifc. 
I  never  touehed  so  delicute  a      ide. 
I  hâve  a  svirord  too,  soniewliat  rusted  now. 
We  men  of  peace  are  taujfht  Immility, 
And  to  bear  many  burdens  on  our  bncks, 
And  not  to  murmur  at  an  unjust  world, 
And  to  endure  unjust  indignities. 
We  are  taught  that,  and  like  the  patient  Jew 
Find  protit  in  our  pain. 

Yet  I  remember 
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llow  o„ce  upon  tl.e  roml  to  l'„,hm 
Arohl,ers.H.«,,ttotake,ny,«.,k.,.orsefrom 

I  slit  l.ix  tliroât  an,l  left  l.im.     I  c„„  btw 
I  .s  onour.  p„,,,i,.  in,,,H,  ^ 

I  roin  wlMcli  I  fce,!  „„„e  ,.„pftite-oh  I  he 
l'enls  h,.ssoulamlbodvi„i|..theft    '      ' 

stran^eclay  ""* 

Wc  inen  are  moulded  I 

OL'IOO 

'Aiiy  do  you  speak  likc  this  f 

SIMONR 

I    bette.  tc,„pc.rc.dtlmn  this  stc.eIofy„„rsf 
Shall  we  inake  criai  ?     Or  is  „.v  s.ate\oo  low 

or  you  to  cross  your  rapier  against  n.i,"e 
Iii  jest,  or  eariiest  ?  «•  """e, 

«triDo 

Tk        .  Naiiglit  would  please  me  better 

'■"blaïe  '""''    '■"'"'"«    ^°"    -»•    -"ed 
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In  jest,  or  earnest.     Give  me   mine   own 

sword. 
Fetch  yours.     To-night  will  settle  the  great 

issue 
Whether  the  Prince's  or  the  merchant's  steel 
Is  better  tempered.      Was  not   that   your 

Word  ? 
Fetch  youp  own  sword.     Why  do  you  tarry, 

sir? 

SIMONE 

My  lord,  of  ail  the  gracious  courtesies 

That  you  hâve  showered  on  my  barren  house 

This  is  the  highest. 

Bianca,  fetch  my  sword. 
Thrust  back  that  stool  and  table.     We  must 

hâve 
An  open  circle  for  our  match  at  arms, 
And  good  Bianca  hère  shall  hold  the  torch 
Lest  what  is  but  a  jest  grow  serious. 

BIANCA  [/O  GUIDO] 

Oh  1  kill  him,  kill  him  I 


^ 


110 


Hold  the  torch,  Bianca 

[^TAey  begin  tofight.~\ 


l.: 


A   FLORENTINE    TRAGEDY 

SIMONE 

Have  at  you  1     Ah  I    Ha  I  would  you  î 

[He  iswoundedby  guido.] 
A  îcratch,  no  more.    The  torch  was  in  mine 

eyes. 
Do  not  look  sad,  Bianca.    It  is  nothing. 
Your  husband  bleeds,  'tis  nothing.     Take  a 

cloth, 
Bind  it  about  mine  arm.     Nay,  not  so  tight. 
More  softly,  my  good  wife.    And  be  not  sad, 
I  pray  you  be  not  sad.     No  :  take  it  ctf. 
What  matter  if  I  bleed  ?    \Tears  bandage  off.^ 

Againl  again! 
[SIMONE  dtsarms  guido] 
My  gentle  Lord,  you  see  that  I  was  right 
My  sword  is  better  tempered,  finer  steel. 
But  let  us  match  our  daggers. 

BIANCA  \to  guido] 

Killhim!  kiUhiml 

SIMONE 

Put  out  the  torch,  Bianca. 

[bianca  puts  out  torch:\ 
Now,  my  good  Lord, 
Now  to  the  death  of  one,  or  both  of  us. 
Or  ail  the  three  it  may  be.  [Jheyfight:\ 
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There  and  tliere. 
Ah,  devil  !  do  I  hold  thee  in  my  grip  ? 

[SIMONE  overpoisiers  guido  atid  throws  him 
down  over  table.'\ 

GUIDO 

FooU  take  your  strangling  Angers  from  my 

throat. 
I  am  my  father's  only  son  ;  the  State 
Has  but  oiie  heir,  and  that  false  enemy  France 
Waits  for  the  ending  of  my  father's  Une 
To  fall  upon  our  city. 

SIMONE 

Hush  I  your  father 
When  he  is  childless  will  be  happier. 
As  for  the  State,  I  think  our  state  of  Florence 
Needs  no  adulterous  pilot  at  its  helm. 
Your  life  would  soil  its  lilies. 

GUIDO 

Take  oflf  your  hands. 
Take  off  your  damned  hands.     Loose  me,  I 
say  I 

SIMONE 

Nay,  you  are  caught  in  such  a  cunning  vice 
That  nothing  will  avail  you,  and  your  life 
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Narrowed  into  a  single  point  of  shame 
Ends  witii  that  sliame  and  ends  most  sliame- 
fully. 

GUI  DO 

Oh  1  let  me  hâve  a  priest  before  I  die  I 

SIMONE 

What  wouldst  thou  bave  a  priest  for  ?    Tell 

tby  sins 
To  God,  whom  thou  shalt  see  this  very  night 
And  then  no  more  for  ever.     Tell  tby  sins 
To  Him  who  is  most  just,  being  pitiless, 
Most  pitiful  being  just    As  for  myself.  ,  .  . 

GUIDO 

Oh  I  belp  me,  sweet  Bianca  1  help  me,  Bianca, 
Thou  knowest  I  am  innocent  of  hann. 

SIMONE 

What,  is  there  life  yet  in  those  lying  lips  ? 
Die  like  a  dog  with  loUing  tonguel    Diel 

Diel 
And  the  dumb  river  shall  receive  your  corse 
And  wasb  it  ail  unbeeded  to  the  sea. 

GUIDO 

Lord   Christ  receive  my  wretched  soûl   to- 
night  ! 

118 


( 

i 


;  i}\ 


'.!;; 


A  FLOREXTINE   TEAGEDY 

SIMONE 

Amen  to  that.    Now  for  the  other. 
iJfe  elùs.     SIMONE  rtses  and  looks  ai  bianca. 
SAe  cornes  towards  htm  as  one  dazea  with 
monder  and  wùA  outstrekhed  arms.] 

BIANCA 

Did  you  not  teU  me  you  were  so  strong  ?  ^ 

SIMONE 

Did  you  not  tell  me  you  were  beautiful  ?  ^ 
[ffe  iisses  her  on  the  mouth.'\ 
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PROLOGUE 

SCENE 

A  Rusàan  Iiui 

Urg,  dm'  opning  m  ,n<my  lanJscaf.  ,t  loti  ,/,tag,. 

[PETEK   SABOUBOFF  and  MICHAEL] 
PETER 

\_Warming  his  hands  at  a  slove.-\  Has  Vera 
not  corne  back  yet,  Michael  ? 

MICHAEL 

No.  Father  Peter,  not  yet;  'tis  a  good 
three  miles  to  the  post  office,  and  she  has  to 
milk  the  cows  besides.  and  that  dun  one  ii 
a  rare  plaguey  créature  for  a  wench  to  handle. 

PETEH 

f  "^^^'^^'^  y°"  «°  ^'^^  •>"•  y°»  young 

îool  I  she  11  never  love  you  unless  you  are 
always  at  her  heels;  women  like  to  be 
bothered. 

UICHAEL 

She  says  I   bother  her  too  much  already. 
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PROixxjUE  Fiither  Peter,  and  I  fcar  shc  11  never  love  me 
afler  ail, 

FETEIt 

Tut,  tut,  boy,  why  shouidn'f  she  î  you  're 
youiiff,  and  wouldn't  be  ill-favoured  either, 
had  God  or  tliy  mother  given  thee  another 
face.  Aren't  you  one  of  Prince  Alaraloffski's 
gamekeepers  ;  and  hnven't  you  got  a  good 
grass  farm,  and  the  best  cow  in  tlie  village  î 
Wliat  more  does  a  girl  want  1 

MICHAEL 

But  Vera,  Father  Peter— 

PETEK 

Vera,  my  lad,  hiis  got  too  many  ideas  ;  I 
don't  tliink  much  of  ideas  myself;  l 've  got 
on  well  enough  in  life  without  'em  ;  why 
shouldn't  my  children?  There's  Dmitril 
could  hâve  stayed  hère  and  kept  the  inn  ; 
many  a  young  lad  would  bave  jumped  at  the 
oifer  in  thèse  hard  times  ;  but  he,  scatter- 
brained  featherhead  of  a  boy,  must  needs  go 
off  to  Moscow  to  study  the  law  !  What  does 
he  want  knowing  about  the  law  !  let  a  man 
do  bis  duty,  say  I,  and  no  one  will  trouble 
him. 
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MtCIlAEl, 
l'KTKR 

True.  Micliael.  if  a  m«n  knows  the  l«w 
ht-rc  ,s  n.,t  m,^.  illégal  I,e  ..„„„„t  do  XÙZ 
kes:  t  ,at  is  «hy  folk  bccon.e  lawvers     Tl  ât 

■sabout  ail  theyare  pood  for;  and  there  he 
tays,  and  bas  not  writtcn  a  line  to  u    for 

four  months  no«-«  good  son  that.  eh  1 

MICHAEL 

Corne,  corne,  Father  Peter,  Dmitri's  letters 
mu  t   Imve  «one   astray  -  perhaps   the   new 

and  Dm.t„.  why.  he  was  the  best  felïow  U,' 
the  vdlage.  Do  yo„  rcmember  how  l,e  Ihôt 
thebearatthebarninthegreaiwinter' 

PETEH 

bett';'4eT''«°°'^''°*=^"''-'''<^- 

MICHAEL 

fiddIersChnstmascon.etwoyears. 
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VERA; 

raOUMUl  PETEB 

Ay,  «y,  he  wai  •  merry  lad.  It  ii  the  girl 
that  hat  the  seriousness — she  goes  about  aa 
lolemn  as  a  prient  for  dayi  at  a  time. 

MICHAEL 

Vera  is  always  thinking  of  others. 

PETER 

There  is  her  mistake,  boy.  I,et  God  and 
our  little  Fatiier  tlie  Czar  look  to  the  world. 
It  is  none  of  my  work  to  mend  my  neighbour's 
thatch.  Why,  lost  winter  old  Michael  was 
frozen  to  death  in  liis  sleigh  in  the  snowstonn, 
and  his  wife  and  cliildren  starved  afterwards 
when  the  hard  times  came  ;  but  what  business 
was  it  of  mine  ?  1  J  Jn't  make  the  world. 
Let  God  and  the  Czar  look  to  it.  And  then 
the  blight  came,  and  the  black  plague  with 
it,  and  the  priests  couldn't  bury  the  people 
fast  enough,  and  they  lay  dead  on  the  roads 
— men  and  women  both.  But  what  business 
was  it  of  mine?  I  didn't  make  the  world. 
Let  God  and  the  Czar  look  to  it  Or  two 
autumns  ago,  when  the  river  oven.jwed  on  a 
sudden,  and  the  cliildren's  school  was  carried 
away  and  drowned  every  girl  and  boy  in  it 
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I  didn't  make  the  world-let  God  «,  ♦!, 

Cxar  look  to  it.  "'  *••*  pkouk.ue 

MICIIAEL 

But,  Father  Peter— 

PETER 

No,  no.  boy  :  no  man  could  live  if  he  took 
h.s  ne.ghbours  pack  on  his shoulders.    [A/"ï 

been  long  enough  away-where  is  fhe  letter* 

VERA 

There  is  none  to-day,  Fatlier. 

PETER 

I  knew  it. 

VERA 

But  there  wiU  be  one  to-morrow,  Father. 

PETER 

Curse  him.  for  an  ungrateful  son. 
veha 

,  sic?.  ^'*'"'''   *^°"''  "^y  *'"*'    he  must  be 

PETER 

Ay  I     Sick  of  profligacy,  perhaps. 
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VERA; 

P80UX3UE  VERA 

How  dare  you  say  tliat  of  him,  Father? 
You  know  that  is  not  true. 

PETER 

Where  does  the  money  go,  then  ?  Michael, 
listen.  I  gave  Dmitii  half  liis  motlier's  fortune 
to  bring  ivith  him  to  pay  tlie  lawyer  folk  at 
Moscow.  He  lias  only  written  tliree  tiiiies, 
and  every  tirne  for  more  money.  Ile  got  it, 
not  at  my  wish,  but  at  hers  {_pointing  to  vera], 
anil  now  for  five  montlis,  close  on  six  almost, 
we  hâve  heard  nothing  from  him. 

VERA 

Father,  he  will  corne  back. 

PETER 

Ay  !  the  prndigals  always  return  ;  but  let 
him  never  darken  my  doors  again. 

VERA 

[Siiiing  down pensive.']  Some  evil  has  come 
on  him  ;  he  must  be  dead  !  Oh  I  Micliael, 
I  am  so  wretched  about  Draitri. 

MICIIAEI. 

Will  you  never  love  any  one  but   him, 
Vera  ? 
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[Smiling.l    I  don't  know  ■  tv,^     ■  Prologue 

elB»  t«  j        IL  Know  ;  there  is  so  much 

else  to  do  in  the  world  but  love 

MICHAEI, 

Notliing  else  worth  doing,  Vera. 

PETER 

.  m; -i-  is  that.  Vera?  [^  ^,,,,^,,.,, 

VERA 

couldnUookltreL^'*''^'"'"'^»"'^:! 

PETER 

JMen  in  chains  !     Whv  we  nr^  i„  i     i 
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VERA; 

PROLOGUE  after  ail.  There  will  be  no  lack  of  good 
customers  now.  An  honest  man  should  hâve 
the  chance  of  making  his  living  eut  of  rascals 
now  and  then. 


VERA 

Are  thèse    men 
hâve  they  done  ? 


rascals,   Father?     What 


PETER 

I  reckon  they're  some  of  those  Nibilists 
the  priest  warns  us  againsL  Don't  stand 
there  idle,  my  girl. 

VEKA 

I  suppose,  then,  they  are  ail  wicked  men. 

[Sound  of  soldiers  outside  ;  cry  of  '  Hait  !  ' 
tnier  Russian  officer  with  a  body  of  soldiers 
and  eight  men  in  chains,  raggedly  dressed;  one 
oflhem  on  entering,  kurriedly  puts  his  coal  above 
his  ears  and  hides  his  face  ;  some  soldiers  giiard 
the  door,  others  sit  down;  the  prisontrs  siand.] 

COLONEL 

Innkeeper  I 

PETER 

Yes,  Colonel. 
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COLONEL 

[PoMj  to  mmsn.^    cive  thèse  n>en  ™'"'°"' 
some  bread  and  water. 

PETER 

[To  Aimsel/.-]   I  shan't  make  much  out  of 
tnat  order. 

COLONEL 

eat1'  ^°^  "^'^^'^'  '^'''*  '"'"  y°"  «°*  ^'t  *» 

PETER 

Some  good  dried  venison.  your  Excellency 
—and  some  rye  whisky. 

COLONEL 

Nothingelseî 

PETER 

Why,  more  whisky,  your  Excellency. 

COLONEL 

What  clods  thèse  peasants  are  1    You  hâve 
a  better  room  than  this  î 

PETER 

Yes,  sir. 

COLONEL 

Bring  me  there.    Sergeant.  post  your  picket 
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VERA; 

PROLOGUE  outside,  and  see  that  thèse  scoundrels  do  not 
commuiiicate  with  any  one.  No  letter  writ- 
ing,  you  dogs,  or  you '11  be  flogged  for  it. 
Now  for  the  venison.  [To  petkr  bowing  before 
Atm.']  Get  out  of  the  way,  you  fool  I  Who 
is  that  girl  ?  [^sees  vera]. 

PETER 

My  daughter,  your  Highness. 

COLONEL 

Can  she  read  and  write  ? 

PETER 

Ay,  that  she  can,  sir. 

COLONEL 

Then  slie  is  a  dnngerous  woman.  No 
peasant  should  be  allowed  to  do  anything 
of  the  kind.  Till  your  fields,  store  your 
harvests,  pay  your  taxes,  and  obey  your 
masters — that  is  your  duty. 

▼ERA 

Who  are  our  masters  ? 

COLONEL 

Young  woman,  thèse  men   are  going  to 
the  mines  for  life  for  asking  the  same  foolish 
question. 
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VERA 

Then  they  hâve  been  unjustly  condemned.    '"°'^'" 

PETER 

Vera,  keep  your  tongue  quiet     She  is  a 
toohsh  girl,  sir,  who  talks  too  mucli. 

COLONEL 

Every  woman  does  talk  too  mueh.  Corne 
for  you.  How  can  you  see  anything  in  a  ifirl 
andhis  aide-de-camp  tnto  an  inner  room.] 

VERA 

down  ?  you  must  be  tired. 

SERGEANT 

Corne  now,  young  woman,  no  talking  to 
my  pnsoners. 

VERA 

I  shall  speak  to  them.  How  much  do  you 
want  ?  ' 

SERGEANT 

How  much  hâve  you  ? 

'  12!» 


il 


fl 


\r 


VERA; 

PROLOGUE  VERA 

Will  you  let  thèse  men  sit  down  if  I  give 

youthis?     [Taées  off  her  peasant's  necklace.'\ 
It  is  ail  I  hâve  ;  it  was  my  mother's. 

SERGEANT 

VVell,  it  looks  pretty  enough,  and  is  heavy 
too.     What  do  you  want  with  thèse  men? 

TERA 

They  are  hungry  and  wretched.  Let  me 
go  to  them  ? 

ONE  OF  THE  SOLDIERS 

Let  the  wench  be,  if  she  pays  us. 

8ERGEAKT 

Well,  hâve  your  way.  If  the  Colonel  sees 
you,  you  may  hâve  to  corne  with  us,  my 
pretty  one. 

VERA 

[Advances  to  the  Nihilists.'\  Sit  down  ;  you 
must  be  tired.  [Serves  them  food.'\  What 
are  you  ? 

A  PRISONER 

Nihilists. 

TERA 

Who  put  you  in  chaîna  \ 
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PEISONEB 

Our  Father  the  Czar. 

VERA 

Whyf 

PBISONEE 

For  loving  liberty  too  well. 

veha 

[To  the prisofier  -uho  hidis  kis/aceA    What 
did  you  want  to  do  ?  y       J     vv  nat 

U»:iTBI 

To  give  liberty  to  thirty  millions  of  people 
enslaved  to  one  man.  ^  ^ 

VEBA 

\_Startledat  the  voice."]    What 

DMITBI 

I  hâve  no  name. 

VERA 

Where  are  your  friands  f 

DMITHl 

I  have  no  friends. 

V£RA 

Let  me  see  your  face  \ 
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:  is  your  name  î 
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VERA; 

PROLOGUE  DMITRI 

You  will  see  notliing  but  sufTerinpr  in  it. 
They  hâve  tortured  me. 

VERA 

[Tears  his  cloak  front  his  face.']  O  God  I 
Dinitri  I  niy  brotlier  I 

DA.1TRI 

Hiish  1  Vera;  be  calm.  Yoii  miist  not 
let  my  father  know;  it  would  kill  hiin.  I 
thoiight  I  could  free  Kussia.  I  heard  men 
talk  of  Liberty  one  niglit  in  a  café.  I  had 
never  heard  the  word  before.  It  seemed  to 
be  a  new  God  they  spoke  of.  I  joined  them. 
It  WHs  there  ail  the  motiey  went  Five 
months  ago  they  seized  us.  They  found  me 
printing  the  paper.  I  am  going  to  the  mines 
for  life.  I  could  not  write.  I  thought  it 
would  be  better  to  let  you  thiiik  I  was  dead  ; 
for  they  are  bringing  us  to  a  living  tomb. 

VERA 

{Looking  round.']  You  must  escape,  Dmitri, 
I  will  take  your  place. 

DMITRI 

Impossible  I 
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veha 
I  shall  revenge  you. 

DMITRI 

Listen  I  tliere  is  a  house  in  Moscow— 

SEBOEANT 

Prisoners,  attention  I-the  Colonel  is  com- 
ing— young  woman,  your  time  is  up. 

[£>t/er  COLONEL,  AIDE-DE-CAMP,  «««■  PETER.] 
PETER 

I  hopeyour  Highness  is  pleased  with  the 
venison.     I  shot  it  myself. 

COLONEL 

It  had  been  better  had  you  talked  less 
about  It  Sergeant,  get  ready.  [GwesJ,ursé 
to  PETER.]     Hère,  you  cheating  rascal  I 

PETER 

Wy  fortune  is  made!  long  live  your 
H.glmess.  I  hopeyour  Highness  will  corne 
olten  this  way. 

COLONEL 

.nlH^h^"  f"^"'^^^'  I  hope  not.    It  is  too 
cold  hère  for  me.     [7<,  veha.]    Young  girl. 
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VERA; 

PROLOOUE  don't  ask  questions  again  about  what  doe» 
not  concern  you.  I  will  not  forget  your 
face. 
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TERA 

Nor  I  youTs,  or  what  you  are  doing. 

COLONEL 

You  peasaiits  are  getting  too  saucy  since 
you  ceased  ti  be  serfs,  and  tbe  knout  is  the 
best  sehool  for  you  to  learn  politics  in. 
Sergeutit,  proceed. 

[TA,  COLONEL  tums  and goes  to  top  of  stage. 
The  prisoners  pass  oui  double  file  ;  as  dmitki 
passes  VERA  Ae  lets  a  pièce  of  paper  fait  on  the 
ground;  sha  puts  htr  foot  on  it  and  remains 
immobile^ 

PETER 

[  Who  has  betn  countingthe  money  the  colonel 
gave  hint.'\  Long  life  to  your  Highness.  I 
will  hope  to  see  another  batch  soon.  [Sudden- 
ly  catches  sight  o/dmitri  as  he  is  going  out  qf 
the  door,  and  screams  and  rushes  up."]  Dmitri  1 
Dmitril  my  Godl  what  brings  you  hereî 
he  is  innocent,  I  tell  you.  I  '11  pay  for  him. 
Take  your  ïnoney  [fiings  money  on  the  ground], 
184 


OR,  THE   NIHILISTS 

take  ail  I  hâve,  give  me  my  son.     Villuins  !  proloour 
V'illains  I  wtiere  are  you  briiiging  him  I 

COLONEL 

To  Siberia,  old  man. 

PETER 

No,  no  ;  take  me  instead, 

COLONEL 

He  is  a  Nihilist. 

PETER 

You  liel  you  liel  He  is  innocent.  [The 
soldien  foret  him  back  wilh  their  gtms  and 
shut  th€  door  agaimt  him.  He  beats  witlt  his 
Jists  against  it:\  Dmitri  I  Dmitri  I  a  Nihilist  I 
a  Nihilist  1  IFalts  down  on  floor.^ 


[  Who  has  remained  motionless,  picks  up  paper 
now/rom  under  her  foot  and  reads.']  •  99  Une 
Tchernavaya,  Moscow.  To  stranjrle  whatever 
nature  is  in  me;  neither  to  love  nor  to  be 
loyed;  neither  to  pity  nor  to  be  pitied; 
neither  to  marry  nor  to  be  given  in  marriage, 
till  the  end  is  corne.'    My  brother,  I  shall 
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PROLOOUB  keep  the  onth.    [/iTissts  //it />a/>tr.]    You  shill 
be  revenged  I 

[vERA  st,i>ids  immoàiie,  holding paper  in  ktr 
lifUd  hand.  peiek  is  lying  on  the  ftoor. 
MicHAF.L,  who  has  just  tomi  in,  is  btnding 
m*r  him."] 
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ACT  I 


SCENE 

99  r^iirr„avaya.  Mo!c<m,.  M  larf,  garni  lit  by  Ml  la.npi 
hung  jrom  ciiling.  Sont  m,is*tJ  m,,,  ilanding  silt,,f 
ai>.i  «farl  from  an,  a„,lh,r.  A  m,m  m  a  !Cttrl,t  mash 
i!wrr,„g<,l  ala/'/r.  Door  al  hack.  M,ih  in  vtllm  wilh 
drawmword  al U.  Amv*!  AiarJ.  Fi gu m  im  t haAi  ani 
mttiks  tHtir. 

Password.     Per  cruretn  ail  liicem. 
Answer.     Per  siinj;iiiiiem  ad  lil)crt!iti>m. 

[CJoek  strikes.     toNsi'iit.ATous  J\irm  a  semi- 
n'rr/c  in  the  middie  oj  tlu  stagt.'\ 
l'RKSIDl.NT 

VVliat  is  the  word  I 

KIIIST  ClINSl'IKATOR 

Nalmt. 

l'HKsrDKNT 

The  answer  f 

8KCOXI1  CONSPIHATOR 

Kalit 
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VERA; 

ACTL  PRESIDENT 

What  hour  is  it  î 

THIBD  CONSPIBATOR 

The  hour  to  suffer 

PRESIDENT 

What  day  ? 

FOURTH  CONSPIRATOB 

The  day  of  oppression. 

PRESIDENT 

What  year  ? 

FIPTH  CONSPIRATOB 

The  year  of  hope. 

PRESIDENT 

How  many  are  we  in  number? 

SIXTH  CONSPIRATOK 

Ten,  nine,  and  three. 

PRESIDENT 

The  Galilfean  had  less  to  conquer  the  world  ; 
but  what  is  our  mission  ? 

SEVENTH  CONSPIRATOB 

To  give  freedom. 
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PRESIDENT 

Our  creed  ? 

EIOHTH  CONSPIRATOE 

To  annihilate. 

PRESIDENT 

Our  duty  î 

NINTH  CON'SPIEATOE 

To  obey. 

PRESIDENT 

Brothers,  the  questions  hâve  been  answered 
well.  There  are  none  but  Niliilists  présent 
Let  us  see  each  other's  faces.  [TÀe  con- 
SPIRATORS  unmasi.]  Michael,  recite  the 
oath. 

MICHAEL 

To  strangle  whatever  naturels  in  us  ;  neither 
to  love  nor  to  be  loved,  neither  to  pity  nor 
to  be  pitied,  neither  to  marry  nor  to  be  given 
In  marriage,  till  the  end  is  corne;  to  stab 
secretly  by  night;  to  drop  poison  in  the 
glass  ;  to  set  father  against  son,  and  husband 
against  wife;  without  fear,  without  hope, 
without  future,  to  suflFer,  to  aiinihUate,  to 
revenge. 
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VERA; 

ACTI.   PRESIDENT 

Are  we  ail  agreed  î 

CONSPIRATOBS 

We  are  ail  agreed.  [  They  disperse  in  various 
directions  abotU  the  stage.'\ 

PRESIDENT 

'Tis  after  the  hour,  Michael,  and  she  is  not 
yet  hère. 

MICHAEL 

Woiild  that  she  werel  We  can  do  little 
without  her. 

ALEXIS 

She  cannot  hâve  been  seized,  Président? 
but  the  police  are  on  her  track,  I  know. 

HICHAEL 

You  always  do  seem  to  know  a  good  deal 
about  the  movements  of  the  police  in  Moscow 
— too  much  for  an  honest  conspirator. 

PRESIDENT 

I  f  those  dogs  hâve  caught  her,  the  red  flag 
of  the  people  will  float  on  a  barricade  in 
every  street  till  we  find  ner  !  It  was  foolish 
of  her  to  jro  to  the  Grand  Duke's  bail.  I 
told  her  so,  but  she  said  she  wanted  to  see 
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the  Czar  and   ail  his  cursed   brood  face  to  acti 
lace  for  once. 

ALEXIS 

Gone  to  the  State  bail  I 

MICHAEL 

I  have  no  fear.  She  is  as  hard  to  capture 
as  a  she-wolf  is,  and  twice  as  dangerous- 
besides,  she  is  well  disguised.  To-night  it  is  a 
masked  bail.  Uut  is  there  any  news  from  the 
Palace,  Président?  What  is  that  bloody 
despot  doing  now  besides  torturing  his  only 
son  ?  What  sort  of  a  whelp  is  this  Czarevitcli 
by  the  way  ?  Have  any  of  you  seen  him  ? 
One  hears  strange  stories  about  him.  They 
say  he  loves  the  people;  but  a  king's  son 
never  does  that  You  cannot  breed  them  like 
that 

PRESIDENT 

Since  he  came  back  from  abroad  a  year  ago 
his  father  bas  kept  him  in  close  prison  in  his 
palace. 

MICHAEL 

An  excellent  training  to  make  him  a  tyrant 
m  his  turn  ;  but  is  there  any  news,  I  say  ? 
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VERA; 

ACTL   PRESIDENT 

A  council  is  *  be  held  to-morrow,  at  four 
o'clock,  oïl  some  secret  business  the  committee 
caniiot  find  eut. 

MICHAEL 

A  council  in  a  king's  palace  is  sure  to  be 
about  some  bloody  work  or  other.  But  in 
wliat  room  is  it  to  be  held  ? 

PRESIDENT 

\_Readingfrom  letter.']  In  the  yellow  tapestry 
room  called  after  the  Empress  Catherine. 

MICHAEI, 

I  care  not  for  such  long-sounding  names. 
I  would  know  where  it  is. 

PRESIDENT 

I  eannot  tell,  Michael.  I  know  more  about 
the  inside  of  prisons  than  of  palaces. 

MICHAEL 

[Speaking  suddenly  to  Aixxis.]  Where  is 
this  room,  Alexis  ? 

ALEXIS 

It  is  on  the  first  floor,  looking  out  on  to 
the  in  lier  courtyard.  But  why  do  you  ask 
Michael  ?  ' 
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MICHAEL 

Nothing.  nothing,  boy  I  I  merely  take  a  *"  ' 
great  mterest  m  the  Czars  life  and  move- 
rnents  and  I  knew  you  could  tell  me  ail 
about  the  palace.  Every  poor  student  of 
medieine  m  Moscow  knows  ail  about  kinas' 
houses.    Itistheirduty.isitnot? 

ALEXIS 

[AsiJe.}  Can  Michael  suspect  me  »  There 
is  something  strange  in  bis  manner  to-night. 
Why  doesnt  she  conie?  The  whole  flre  of 
révolution  seems  fallen  into  dull  ashes  when 
she  is  not  hère. 

MICHAEL 

Hâve  you  cured  many  patients,  lately,  at 
your  hospital,  boy  ?  ^ 

ALEXIS 

There  is  one  who  lies  sick  to  death  1  would 
lam  cure,  but  caniiot 

MICHAEL 

Ay  1  and  who  is  that  ? 

ALEXIS 

Russia,  our  motlier. 
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VERA; 

ACTI.   MICHAEL 

The  curing  of  Russia  is  surgeon's  business, 
and  must  be  done  by  the  knife.  I  like  not 
your  method  of  medicine. 

PRESIDENT 

Professer,  we  hâve  read  the  proofs  of  your 
last  article;  it  is  very  good  indeed. 

HICHAEL 

What  is  it  about.  Professer  ? 

PROFESSOR 

The  siibject,  my  good  brother,  is  assassina- 
tion  considered  as  a  method  of  political 
reform. 

HICHAEL 

I  think  little  of  pen  and  ink  in  révolutions. 
One  dagger  will  do  more  than  a  hundred 
epigrams.  Still,  let  us  read  this  scholar's  last 
production.  Give  it  to  me.  I  will  read  it 
myself. 

PROFESSOR 

Brother,  you  never  mind  your  stops;  let 
Alexis  read  it 

MICHAEL 

Ay  I  he  is  as  tripping  of  speech  as  if  he 
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were  some  young  aristocrat  ;  but  for  my  own  .,-  , 
part  I  care  not  for  the  stops  so  that  the  sensé 
be  plain. 

ALEXIS 

iReading.']  «The  past  has  belonged  to  the 
tyrant,  and  he  lias  defiled  it;  ours  is  the 
future,  and  we  shall  make  it  holy.'  Ay  !  let 
us  make  the  future  holy;  let  there  be  one 
révolution  at  least  vvhich  is  not  bred  in  crime, 
nurturedin  murderl 

MICHAEL 

They  hâve  spoken  to  us  by  the  sword,  and 
by  the  sword  we  shall  answer  !  You  are  too 
délicate  for  us,  Alexis.  There  should  be  none 
hère  but  men  whose  hands  are  rough  with 
labour  or  red  with  bluod. 

PRESIDENT 

Peace,  Michael,  peace  I  He  is  the  bravest 
heart  amongst  us. 

MICHAEL 

[Aside\.  He  will  need  to  be  brave  to- 
night. 

[TAe Sound ofsleigh  bells ù heardoutside.] 
■  US 
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lih  'îi 


VERAj 
ACTL  VOICE 

[Ou/stWe.']    Per  cnicem  ad  lucem. 
Ansvier  of  man  on  guard. 
Per  sanguinem  ad  libertatera. 

MICHAEL 

Who  is  tliat  ? 

{Enter  veiia  in  a  cloak.  ivMch  sAi  Ihrowsoff 
appeanng  in  fuit  bail  diess.\ 

VERA 

God  save  the  peopte  1 

PRESIDENT 

Welcome,  Vera,  welcorael  We  hâve  been 
sickat  heart  till  we  saw  you;  but  iiow  me- 
tlimks  the  star  of  freedom  has  corne  to  wake 
us  from  the  night 

VERA 

It  is  night,  indeed,  brother!  Night  with- 
out  mooii  or  starl  Russia  is  smitten  to  the 
he^irt  1  The  man  Ivan  whom  men  called  the 
Czar  strikes  now  at  our  mother  with  a  dagger 
deadiier  than  auy  ever  forged  by  tyranny 
against  a  people's  iife  I 

MICHAEL 

What  has  the  tyrant  done  now  ? 
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VERA 


over  ail  Russia. 

OMNES 

Martial  lawl    Wearelostl    WearelostI 

ALEXIS 

Martiallawl    Impossible  I 

MICHAEL 

reform''  """"'"^^  '*  impossible  in  Russia  but 

VERA 

Ay.  martial  law.  The  last  right  to  which 
the  people  clung  bas  been  taken  from  them 
Without  trial,  without  appeal,  without  accuser 
even,  our  brothers  will  be  taken  from  their 
houses,  shot  in  the  streets  like  dogs  sent 
away  to  die  in  the  snow.  to  starve  in  the 
dungeon,  to  rot  in  the  mine.  Do  you  kn..w 
what  martial  law  means?  It  means  ihe 
stranghng  cf  a  whole  nation.  The  streets 
will  be  filled  wth  soldiers  night  and  day; 
there  will  be  sentinels  at  every  door.  No 
man  dare  walk  abroad  now  but  the  spy  or  tlie 
traiter.     Cooped  up  in  the  dens  we  hide  in, 
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ACTI. 


i  ; 


il 


VERAs 

ACTI.  meeting    by    steaith,    speaking    with    bated 
breath  ;  what  good  can  we  do  now  for  Russis  ? 

PRESIDENT 

We  can  suffer  at  least, 

VERA 

We  hâve  done  that  too  raiich  aiready. 
The  hour  is  now  corne  to  annihilate  and  to 
revenge. 

PRESIDENT 

ITp  to  this  the  people  bave  borne  every- 
thing. 

VERA 

Uecause  they  bave  understood  notbing. 
But  now  we,  the  Nili.'  :  .'s,  bave  given  thera 
the  tree  of  knowledge  j  eat  of,  and  the  day 
of  silent  suifering  is  c  er  for  Russia. 

MICHAEL 

Martial  law,  Vera  1  This  is  fearful  tidings 
you  bring. 

PRESIDENT 

It  is  the  death-warrant  of  liberty  in  Russia 

VERA 

Or  the  signal  for  révolution. 
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MICHAEL 

Are  you  lure  it  is  true  t 

VERA 

Hère  is  the  proclamation.  I  stole  it  myself 
at  the  bail  to-nijçht  from  a  young  fool,  one  of 
Prince  Paul's  secretaries,  who  liad  been  given 
it  to  copy.  It  was  that  whicli  made  me  so 
late. 

[VEHA  kands  proclamation  to  michael,  wko 
rtads  «■/.] 

MICHAEL 

'  To  ensure  the  public  safety— martial  law. 
By  order  of  tlie  Czar,  father  of  his  people." 
The  father  of  his  people  ! 

VERA 

Ayl  a  father  whose  name  shall  not  be 
hallowed,  whose  kingdom  shall  change  to  s 
republic,  whose  trespasses  shall  not  be  forgiven 
him,  beeause  he  bas  robbed  iis  of  our  dnily 
bread  ;  with  whom  Is  neither  niig..t,  nor  right, 
nor  glory,  now  or  for  ever. 

PRESIDENT 

It  must  be  about  this  time  that  the  council 
meet  to-morrow.     It  bas  not  yet  been  signed, 

140 


ACTL 


i.!. 


if 


/P 


ii[ 


f 


VERA; 

A(TL   AI.F.XII 

It  sliall  iiot  be  while  I  hâve  s  tonaue  to  plcad 
with. 

MU'HAEI. 

Or  while  I  h«ve  hands  to  smite  with. 

VEHA 

Martial  law  I  O  God,  how  easy  it  is  (or  ii 
king  to  kill  his  peuple  by  thoiisands,  but  we 
CBiinot  rid  oiirsclves  of  one  crowned  man  in 
Europe  1  Wlmt  is  there  of  awf'ul  majesty  in 
thèse  men  which  makes  the  Imiid  uiistendy, 
the  danger  treaclierous,  tlie  pistol  shot  harni- 
less  ?  Are  they  not  men  of  like  pussions  with 
ourselvcs,  vulnérable  to  the  snnie  diseases,  of 
flesh  nnd  blood  not  différent  from  our  own? 
Whftt  made  Oljjiiiti  tremble  at  the  suprême 
crisis  of  that  'loman  life,  nnd  Guido's  nerve 
fuil  him  whe;  he  should  hâve  been  of  iron  and 
of  Steel  '  A  plagiic,  I  say,  on  thèse  fools  of 
Naples,  Berlin,  and  Spainl  Aletliinks  that 
if  I  stood  face  to  face  with  one  of  the  crowned 
men  my  eye  would  see  moT  cleariy,  my  aim 
be  more  sure,  my  whole  body  gain  a  strength 
and  power  tliat  was  not  my  own!  Oh,  to 
think  what  stands  between  us  and  freedom  in 
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Europe!  a  few  old  men,  «unkled,  teeUr,  ACTfc 
tottering  dotards  wliom  a  bny  ccnild  str«ri({le 
for  a  diK'ut.  or  a  woninii  stnli  in  a  niglittinie. 
Thèse  are  the  thiiijjs  tlint  kccp  us  f'rom  libcrty. 
But  now  iiii'thinks  the  brood  of  nien  is  dciid 
and  the  dull  earth  grow  ii  sick  of  cliildhrnriiijf, 
else  would  no  crowiied  dojç  polliite  Gud's  air 
by  living. 

OMNEa 

Try  ui  I    Try  us  1    Try  us  I 

MlniAKI, 

We  shall  try  thee,  too,  some  day,  Vera. 


I  pray  God  thou  mayestl  Hâve  I  not 
strangled  whatever  nature  is  in  me,  and  shall 
I  not  keep  iiiy  oath  ? 


MICHAEI. 

[To  PRKsinENT.]  Martial  law.  Président I 
Corne,  there  is  no  time  to  be  lost.  We  bave 
twelve  Jiours  yet  beforc  us  till  the  couiicil 
meet  'l'welve  hours  I  One  ean  overtbrow  a 
dynasty  in  less  time  than  that. 
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VERA; 

ACTI.   PRESIDENT 

Ay  1  or  lose  one's  own  head. 

[michael  and  the  président  retire  to  one 
corner  of  the  stage  and  sit  whispering.  vera 
takes  up  the  proclamation,  and  reads  it  to  her- 
se//. ALEXIS  viatehes  and  suddenly  rushes  up 
to  her.] 

Alexis 
Veral 

VERA 

Alexis,  you  hère  I  Foolish  boy,  hâve  I  not 
prayed  you  to  stay  away  ?  Ail  of  us  hère  are 
doomed  to  die  before  our  time,  fated  to  expiate 
by  suffering  whatever  good  we  do  ;  but  you, 
with  your  briglit  boyish  face,  you  are  too 
young  to  die  yet 

ALEXIS 

One  is  never  too  young  to  die  for  one's 
country  1 

VERA 

Why  do  you  come  hère  iiight  after  night  î 

ALEXIS 

Because  I  love  the  people. 
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^«A  ACTI. 

But  your  fellow-stiidents  must  miss  you. 
Are  there  no  traitors  among  tliem?  You 
know  what  spies  there  are  in  the  University 
hère.  O  Alexis,  you  must  go  I  You  see  how 
desperate  suffering  has  made  us.  'l'here  is  no 
room  hère  for  a  nature  like  yours.  You  must 
not  corne  again. 

ALEXIS 

Why  do  you  think  so  poorly  of  me  î  Why 
should  I  hve  while  my  brothers  suffer  î 


You  spake  to  me  of  your  mother  once. 
You  said  you  loved  her.     Oh,  think  of  her  1 

ALEXIS 

I  hâve  no  mother  now  but  Russia,  my  hfe 
is  hers  to  take  or  give  away  ;  but  to-niglit  I 
am  hère  to  see  you.  They  tell  me  you  are 
leaving  for  Novgorod  to-niorrow. 

VEHA 

I  must.  They  are  gettiiig  faint-hearted 
there,  and  I  would  fan  tlie  flame  of  this 
révolution  into  such  a  bluze  that  the  eyes 
of  ail  kings  in  Europe  shall  be  blinded.  If 
martial  law  is  passed  they  will  need  me  ail 
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VERA; 
ACTi.  the  more  there.  There  is  no  limit.  it  seems. 
to  the  tyranny  of  one  miin  ;  but  to  the  suflfer- 
ing  of  a  whole  people  there  shall  be  a  limit 
Too  many  of  us  liave  die<l  on  bloek  and 
barricade:  it  is  their  turn  to  be  victims  now. 
ALF.xrs 

God  knows  it.  I  am  with  you.  But  you 
mustnotgo.  The  police  are  watchiim  every 
train  for  you.  V\'hen  you  are  seized  they  hâve 
orders  to  place  you  without  trial  in  the  lowest 
dungeon  of  the  palace.  I  ki.ow  it-no  matter 
how.  Oh,  think  how  without  you  the  sun  «oes 
from  our  life,  how  the  people  will  lose  their 
leader  «nd  liberty  her  priestess.  Vera,  you 
must  not  go  I 

VERA 

You  are  right  :  I  will  stay.  I  would  live  8 
httle  longer  for  freedom,  a  little  longer  for 
Russia. 

ALEXIS 

When  you  die  then  Russia  is  smitten  indeed  : 
when  you  die  then  I  shall  lose  ail  hope-all. 
.  .  .  Vera,  this  is  fearful  news  you  bring— 
martial  law-it  is  too  terrible.  I  knew  it  not, 
by  my  soûl,  I  knew  it  not  1 
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VERA 

How  could  you  hâve  known  it  ?  It  is  too 
well  laid  a  plot  for  tliat.  This  great  White 
Czar,  whose  haiids  are  red  with  tlie  blood  of 
the  people  he  lias  murdcred,  whose  souI  is 
black  with  his  iniquity,  is  the  eleverest  con- 
spirator  of  us  aU.  Oh,  how  could  Russia  bear 
two  liearts  like  yours  and  his  I 

ALEXIS 

Vera,  the  Emperor  was  not  always  like  this. 
Iherewasa  time  wheii  he  loved  the  people. 
It  IS  that  devil,  whom  God  curse,  Prince  Paul 
Maraloflski  who  lias  brought  him  to  this.  To- 
moiTow,  I  swear  it,  I  shall  plead  for  the  people 
to  the  Emperor. 

VERA 

Plead  to  the  Czar  1  Foolish  boy,  it  is  only 
those  who  are  senteiiced  to  death  that  ever  see 
our  Czar.  Besides,  what  shouJd  he  care  for  a 
voice  that  pleads  for  niercy  ?  The  cry  of  a 
strong  nation  in  its  agony  lias  not  moved  that 
heart  of  stone. 

ALEXIS 

[Aside.]    Yet  shall  I  plead  to  him. 
can  but  kill  me. 


ACTl. 


They 
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ACTI.   PHOFESSOR 

Hère  are  the  proclamations,  Vera. 
think  they  will  do  ? 


Do  you 


VERA 

1  shall  read  them.  How  fair  he  looks! 
Methinks  lie  never  seemed  so  noble  as  to- 
night.  Liberty  is  blessed  in  having  such  a 
lover. 

ALEXIS 

Well,  Président,  what  are  you  deep  in  î 

MICHAEL 

We  are  thinking  of  the  best  way  of  killing 
bears.  [  Whispers  lo  président  and  kads  him 
aside^ 

PROFESSOR 

\To  vehaJ  And  the  letters  from  our 
brothers  at  Paris  and  Uerlin.  What  answer 
shall  we  send  to  t.liem  ? 

vera 

\Takes  them  meckanicalfy.']  Had  I  not 
strangled  nature,  sworn  neither  to  love  nor 
to  be  loved,  methinks  I  tnight  hâve  loved 
him.  Oh,  I  am  a  fool,  a  traitor  myself,  a 
traitor  myself  I  But  why  did  he  corne 
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amongst  us  with  his  bright  young  face,  his  acti. 
heart  aflame  for  liberty,  his  pure  white  soûl  ? 
Why  does  he  make  me  feel  at  times  as  if  I 
would  hâve  hira  as  my  king.  Republican 
though  I  be?  Oh,  fool,  fool,  fooll  False 
to  your  oathl  weak  as  waterl  Hâve  done! 
Remember  what  you  are  — a  Nihilist,  a 
Nihilist  I 

PRESIDENT 

[7o    MICHAEL.] 

Michael. 

MICHAEL 

I  think  not  I  will  wear  the  uniform  of  the 
Impérial  Guard,  and  the  Colonel  on  duty  is  one 
of  us.  It  is  on  the  first  floor,  you  remember  ; 
so  I  can  take  a  long  sliot. 

PRESIDENT 

Shall  I  not  tell  the  brethren  î 

MICHAEL 

Not  a  Word,  not  a  word  1  There  is  a  traiter 
amongst  us. 

VERA 

Come,  are  thèse  the  proclamations  ?  Yes, 
they  will  do;   yes,  they  will  do.     Send  flve 
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VERA; 

I.  hundred  to  Kiev  and  Odessa  and  Nov- 
gorod, five  hundred  to  Warsaw,  and  hâve 
twice  the  nuinber  distiibuted  among  the 
Southern  provinces,  though  thèse  duU  Russian 
peasiints  care  little  for  our  proclamations,  and 
less  for  our  martyrdoms.  Wheii  the  blow  is 
strucic,  it  raust  be  from  the  town,  not  from  tlie 
country. 

MICHAEL 

Ay,  and  by  the  sword,  not  by  tlie  goose- 
quill. 

VEllA 

Where  are  tlie  letters  from  Poland  ? 

PttO»-ESSOE 

Hère. 

VERA 

Unhappy  Poland  1  The  eagles  of  Russia 
hâve  fed  on  lier  heart.  We  mus:t  not  forget 
our  brothers  there. 

PRESIDENT 

Is  it  true,  Michael  î 

MICHAEL 

Ay,  I  stake  my  life  on  it 
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PRESIDENT 

Let  the  doors  be  locked,  then.  Alexis  Ivan- 
acievitch  entered  on  our  roU  of  tlie  brolhers 
as  a  student  of  the  School  of  Medicine  at 
Moscow.  Why  did  you  not  tell  us  of  this 
bloody  schéma  of  martial  law  î 

ALEXIS 

I,  Président  ? 

MICHAEL 

Ay.youl  You  knew  it,  none  better.  Such 
weapons  as  thèse  are  not  forged  in  a  day 
VVhy  did  you  not  tell  us  of  it  ?  A  week  agô 
there  had  been  time  to  lay  the  raine,  to  raise 
the  barricade,  to  strike  one  blow  at  least  for 
liberty.  But  now  the  hour  is  past  1  It  is  too 
late,  it  is  too  latel  Why  did  you  keep  it  a 
secret  from  us,  I  say  î 

ALEXIS 

Now  by  the  hand  of  freedom.  Michael,  my 
brother,  you  wrong  me.  I  kiiew  nothiiig  of 
this  hideous  law.  By  my  soûl,  my  brothers. 
I  knew  not  of  it  I     How  should  I  know  ? 

MICHAEL 

Because  you  are  a  traitor  1     Wliere  did  you 
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VERA; 

ACT I.  go  when  you  left  us  the  night  of  our  last 
meeting  hère  ? 

ALEXIS 

To  mine  own  houss,  MichaeL 

UICHAEL 

Liar  I  I  was  on  your  track.  You  left  hère 
an  hour  after  midnight  Wrapped  in  a  large 
cloak,  you  crossed  the  river  by  a  boat  a  mile 
below  the  second  bridge,  and  gave  the  ferry- 
luan  a  gold  pièce,  you,  the  poor  student  o1 
medicine  I  You  doubled  back  twice,  and  hid 
in  an  archway  so  long  that  I  had  almost  made 
up  my  mind  to  stab  you  at  once,  only  that 
I  am  fond  of  hunting.  So  !  you  thought  you 
had  baffled  ail  pursuit,  did  you  ?  Fool  I  I 
sm  a  bloodhound  that  never  loses  the  scent 
I  foUowed  you  from  street  to  street  At  last 
I  saw  you  pass  swiftly  across  the  Place  St 
Isaac,  whisper  to  the  guards  some  secret  pass- 
word,  enter  the  palace  by  a  private  door  with 
your  own  key. 

CONSPIBATORS 

The  palace  1 

VERA 

Alexis  I 
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MICHAEL 

I  waited.     Ali  through  the  dreary  watcl.es  *""■ 

.  T\  ?J^^  '*'""'""  "'S*"*  I  «">'ted.  that  I 
might  kill  you  with  your  Judas  hire  stiU  hot 
m  your  hand.  But  you  never  came  buck  ■ 
you  never  left  that  palace.  I  saw  the  blood- 
red  Sun  nse  through  the  yellow  fog  over  the 
murky  town  ;  I  saw  «  new  day  of  oppression 
dawn  on  Russia;  but  you  never  came  back.  So 
you  pass  nights  in  the  palace,  do  you  ?  You 
know  the  password  for  the  guards;  you  hâve 
a  key  to  a  secret  door.  You  are  a  spy-I 
never  trusted  you.  with  your  soft  white  hands, 
your  curled  hair.  your  pretty  grâces.  You 
hâve  no  mark  of  suffering  about  you;  you 
cannot  be  of  the  people.  You  are  a  spv— 
aspy— traitorl  " 

OMNES 

Killhim!     Killhiml    [Draw  tA»r  ànives.] 

VERA 

{Rushing^  in  front  0/Aix.Taa.-]  Stand  back 
I  say,  Miehaell  Stand  back  ail!  Do  not 
dare  lay  a  hand  upon  him  I  He  is  the  noblest 
neart  amongst  us. 
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ACTI.  OMNE8 

KiU  him  I    Kill  him  !    He  is  s  spy  I 
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Dare  to  lay  a  fînger  on  him,  and  I  leave  you 
ail  to  yourselves. 

FHESIDENT 

Vera,  did  you  not  hear  what  Michael  said 
of  him  ?  He  stayed  ail  night  in  the  Czar's 
palace.  He  has  a  password  and  a  private 
key.    What  else  should  he  be  but  a  spy  ? 

YERA 

Bah  I  I  do  not  believe  Michael.  It  is  «  lie  I 
It  is  s  lie  1    Alexis,  say  it  is  a  lie  I 

ALEXIS 

It  is  triie.  Michael  has  told  what  he  saw. 
I  did  pass  that  night  in  the  Czar's  palace. 
Michael  has  spoken  the  truth. 

VEHA 

Stand  back,  I  say;  stand  backl  Alexis, 
I  do  not  care.  I  trust  you  ;  you  would  not 
betray  us  ;  you  would  not  sell  the  people  foç 
money.  You  are  honest,  true  I  Oh,  say  you 
are  no  spy  I 
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ALEXIS 

Sj>y?    Yoii  know  I  am  riot     I  aiii  willi  you. 
my  brother»,  to  the  denth. 

MICHAEL 

Ay,  to  your  own  death. 

ALEXIS 

Vera,  you  know  I  am  true. 

VERA 

I  know  it  welL 

PRKSIDKNT 

Why  are  you  hère,  traiter  f 

ALF.XIS 

Because  I  love  the  people. 

MICIIAEL 

Then  you  can  be  a  martyr  for  them  t 

TERA 

You  must  kill  me  first,  Michael,  before  you 
lay  a  finger  on  him. 

PRESIDENT 

Michael,  we  dare  not  lose  Vera.  It  is  her 
w.him  to  let  this  boy  live.  We  can  keep  him 
hère  to-night.  Up  to  this  he  1  .:i  not  betrayed 
us. 

[  Tramp  ofioldiers  outside,  knocking  ai  door.  ] 

168 


M 


ACT  I. 


h 


I' 


1 


m 


!1 


,  f'.i 


VERA; 

ACTI.  VOICE 

Open,  in  the  name  of  the  Emperor  I 

MICIIAF.I. 

Ile  /las  betrayed  us.  This  is  your  doing, 
spyl 

PHESIDENT 

Corne,  Michael,  come.  We  hâve  no  time 
to  eut  one  another's  throats  whilc  we  hâve  our 
own  heads  to  iiave. 

VOICE 

Open,  in  the  name  of  the  Emperor  I 

PRESIDENT 

Brothers,  be  masked,  ail  of  you.  Michael, 
open  the  door.     It  is  our  only  chance. 

[Enltr  GENERAL  KOTEMKIN  and  so/Jitrs.] 

GENERAL 

AU  honest  citizens  shuuld  be  in  their  own 
houses  an  hour  before  midnight,  and  not 
more  than  five  people  hâve  a  right  to  meet 
privately.  Hâve  you  not  noticed  the  pro- 
clamation, fellows  ? 

MICHAEL 

Ay,  you  hâve  spoiled  every  honest  wall  in 
Moscow  with  it. 
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Peace.  Michael.  peace.  Nay,  Sir,  we  knew 
It  not.  W  .  are  a  company  of  strolling  pinyers 
travell,  ,^r  h  ,m  S  in.  4  .  to  Moscow  to  amuse 
ni»  Tnirii-rml  >îaj(::,ty  il,,.  Czar. 

ORNr.KM, 

lîiit  I  heniJ  ioiiH  v<  icei  before  I  entered. 

VV  hat  w,  s  U  :itî 

VERA 


I  arsinp  a  ni""  tragedy. 


GENERAL 

Yoiir  answers  are  too  -«o»«/  to  be  trte 
Come,  let  me  see  who  you  are.  T.,'-  <„ï 
those  players-  masks.  By  St  Nieh.  :  ,s.' ,,  v 
beauty,  if  your  face  matches  your  fi;  uv  voù 
must  be  a  choice  morsell  Come,  I  su, ,  î.rAiv 
one  ;  I  would  sooner  see  your  face  tl'uii  1  Im.  r 
ofalltheothers. 

PRESIDENT 

O  God  I  if  he  sees  it  is  Vera,  we  are  ail  lost  l 

GENERAL 

No  coquetting,  my  girl.  Come,  unraask, 
I  say,  or  I  shall  tell  my  guards  to  do  it  for 
you. 
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ACn.  ALEXIS 

Stand  back,  I  say,  General  Kotemkin  I 

OENERAL 

Wlio  are  you,  fellow,  that  talk  with  such 
a  tripping  longue  to  yoiir  betters  ?  [Alexis 
taies  Au  Ktask  off.'\  His  Impérial  Highiiess 
the  Czareviteh  ! 


OMNES 

ïlie  Czareviteh  I 


It  is  ail  over  i 


PRESIDENT 

I  knew  he  was  a  spy. 
to  the  soldiers. 


He  will  give  us  up 


MICIIAEL 

[7o  veiia].  Why  did  you  not  let  me  kill 
him  ?  Corne  we  must  figlit  to  the  death 
for  it. 


VEKA 

Peace  !  he  will  not  betray  us. 

ALEXIS 

A  whim  of  mine,  General  I    You  know  how 
my  fatlier  keeps  me  from  the  world  and  ira- 
prisons  me  in  tlie  palace.     1  should  really  be 
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bored  to  death  if  I  could  not  get  out  at  night  actl 
in  disguise  sometimes,  and  hâve  some  romantic 
adventure  in  town.    I  fell  in  with  tliese  honest 
tolks  a  tew  hours  ago. 

GENERAL, 

Actors,  are  they,  Prince  1 

ALEXIS 

Ay,  and  very  ambitions  actors.  too.     Thev 
only  care  to  play  before  kings. 

GENERAL 

r  faith,  your  Highness,  I  was  in  hopes  I  had 
made  a  good  haul  of  IJihUisU. 

ALEXIS 

Nihilists  in  Moscow,  General  1  with 
head  o(  the  police  ?     Impossible  1 

GENERAL 

So  I  always  tell  your  Impérial  fnther.  But 
1  heard  at  the  council  to-duy  that  that  wornan 
Vera  Sabonroff,  the  head  of  them,  had  been 
seen  m  tins  very  city.  'l'he  Emperor's  face 
turned  as  white  as  the  snow  outside.  I  think 
I  never  saw  such  terror  i„  a.>y  man  before. 
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ACTJL  AI.EXIS 

Slie  is  a  dangerous  woman,  then,  this  Vera 
Sabouroff? 

GENERAL 

The  most  dangerous  in  ail  Europe. 

ALEXIS 

Did  you  ever  see  her,  General  ? 

GENERAL 

Why,  five  years  ago.  when  I  was  a  plain 
Colonel,  I  remember  her,  your  Highness,  a 
common  waiting-girl  in  an  inn.  If  I  h'ad 
known  then  what  she  was  goiiig  to  tiirn  eut, 
I  would  hâve  flogged  her  to  death  on  the  road- 
side.  She  is  not  a  woman  at  ail  ;  she  is  a  sort 
of  devil  1  For  the  last  eighteen  months  I  hâve 
been  hunting  her,  and  caught  sight  of  lier  once 
last  September  outside  Odessa. 

ALKXIS 

How  did  you  let  her  go,  General  ? 

GENERAL 

I  was  by  myMif,  and  she  shot  one  of  my 
horses  just  as  I   was  gaining  on  her.     If  I 
see  her  agaiu  I  shan't  miss  my  chance.     ïhe 
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ALEXIS 

I  hope  you  wiU  get  it,  General  ;  but  mean- 
while  you  are  frightening  thèse  honest  folk 
out  of  the,r  wits.  and  disturbing  the  tragedy. 
Good-night,  General.  ^    ' 

GENERAL 

Ves;  but  I  should  like  to  see  their  faces, 
your  Higliness. 

ALEXIS 

No  General;  you  must  not  askthat;  you 
know  bow  thèse  gipsies  hâte  to  be  stared  at 

OENEHAL 

Ves.     But,  your  Highness— 

ALEXIS 

[//au^Mfy.^  General,  they  are  my  friends. 
tlmt  .s  enough.  Good-nigl.t.  And.  General, 
not  a  Word  of  my  little  adventure  hère,  yoa 
understand.  ■' 

GENERAL 

But  shaU  we  not  see  you  back  to  the  palace  ? 
The  State  bail  is  almost  over  and  you  are 
expected.  •' 
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ACTI.   ALEXIS 

I  shall  be  there  ;  but  I  shall  retum  alone. 
Remember,  not  a  word. 

GENERAL 

Or  your  pretty  gipsy,  eh,  Prince?  your 
pretty  «ipsyl  I'  faith,  I  should  like  to  see 
her  before  I  go;  she  bas  such  fine  eyes 
through  her  mask.  Well,  good  night,  your 
Highness  ;  good  night. 

ALEXIS 

Good  night,  General. 

[Exeunt  oeneral  and  the  soldiers.^ 

VERA 

{Throviing  off  her  masi.]  Saved  I  and  by 
you  I 

ALEXIS 

\Claspi)ig  her  hand.\  Brotiiers,  you  trust 
me  now  î  \Exit. 

'l'abUau 
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SCENE 

Counril  Ciamâer  in  the  Emptror',  Palace,  hung  wilh 
yillou.  lapestry.  Tablt.  with  tlmir  „J  ,SV.,/^  «/  /or  Iht 
Czary  wmdow  bihind,  ofening  on  to  a  Lakony.  As  Iht 
scent  frogrciui  tlu  lighl  ouhide  gtts  darkir. 

Présent. ~vv.Kn:-e.  pai;l  mara(.ofkski.    irixce 

PETROVntH.      COUNl-  ItOUVAI.OH'.      UAKON 
IIAKF.      COUNl-  l'ETOUCHOF. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

So  our  young  scatter-brained  Czarevitch 
has  been  fo.given  at  last,  and  is  to  take  his 
ieat  hère  again. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

1  es  ;  if  tliat  is  not  meant  as  an  extra 
punishment.  For  my  own  part,  ut  leust,  I 
find  thèse  Cabinet  Councils  extremely  tiring. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

Naturally;  you  areiilways  speakiiig. 
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No  ;  I  think  it  must  be  that  I  hâve  to  listen 
sometiraes.     It  is  »o  exhausting  iiot  to  talk. 

COUNT  ROUVALOFF 

Still,  anytliin^  is  better  than  beitijç  kept  in 
a  sort  of  prison,  like  he  was — never  allowed  to 
go  out  into  the  world. 

PHIN'CE  PAUL 

My  dear  Count,  for  romantic  younjj  people 
like  he  is  the  world  alwiiys  looks  best  at  a 
distance  ;  and  a  prison  where  one's  allowed  to 
order  one's  own  dinner  is  not  at  ail  a  bnd 
place.  [EnUrlAe  czarevitch.  Tie  courtiers 
rise.]  Ah  I  Good  afternoon,  Prince.  Your 
Highness  is  looking  a  little  pale  to-day. 


CZAREVITCH 

[S/owfy,  after  a  paust:.] 


I  want  change  of 


.1    i 


PRINCE  PAUL 

[SmtVinf^.]    A    most    revolutionary    senti- 
ment I     Your    Impérial   father  would  hijçhly 
disapprove  of  any  reforras  even  with  the  ther- 
mometer  in  Russia. 
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t'Z.AHKVlTCH  ^j,.j.|l 

IBitterly.-]  My  Impérial  father  tiad  kept 
iiie  for  six  moiitlis  in  this  dungcon  of  a  palace. 
This  morninj;  he  has  me  sud.lenly  «ol<e  up  to 
see  some  wretclied  Nihilists  himg;  it  sickeiied 
me,  tlie  bioody  biitcliery,  tliough  it  was  a 
noble  thing  to  see  liow  well  thèse  men  can 
die. 

rUIXCE  PAUL 

W'Iieri  you  are  as  old  as  I  am.  Prince,  you 
w.ll  iinderstaiid  that  there  ure  few  tl.ings 
easier  than  to  live  badly  and  to  die  well. 

CZAREVITCH 

Eisy  to  die  well!  A  lesson  expérience 
cannot  liave  tauglit  you,  much  as  you  know 
oi  a  bad  lit'e. 

PKINCE  PAUI. 

{Shriiggi,,!:  l'is  shoulders.']  Ex|)crience,  the 
une  luen  give  to  their  niistiikes.  I  never 
inmiit  anv. 


iian 
conmiit  any. 

CZAHKVrrCH 

YHillerly.'\     No;   crimes   are  more  in 
Une. 


your 
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VERAi 

ACTII.    PRINCE  PETHOVITCH 

[To  the  cZAREviTCH.]  The  Emperor  was  a 
good  deal  agitiited  about  your  late  appearance 
at  the  bail  last  night,  Prince. 

COUNT  ROrVAI.OFF 

\Laughins:'\  I  believe  he  thought  the 
Nihilists  had  broken  into  the  palace  and 
carried  you  off. 

BARON  RAFK 

If   they   had    you 
charming  dunce. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

And  an  excellent  supper. 
excelled  himself  in  his  salad. 
laugh,  Baron;  but  to  cook  a  good  salad  i's 
•  much  more  diffîcult  thing  than  cooking 
accounts.  To  make  a  good  salad  is  to  be 
a  brilliant  diplomatist  —  the  problem  is 
entirely  the  same  in  both  cabes.  To  know 
exactly  how  much  cil  ont  niust  put  with 
one's  vinegar. 

BARON  RAFF 

A  cook  and  a  diplomatist  !   an  excellent 
parallel.     If  I  had  a  son  who  was  a  fool  l 'd 
make  him  one  or  the  other. 
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raiNCE  PAUL 

I  see  your  f.ther  did  not  hold  the  s«me 
op»..on.  Baron.  But.  believe  me.  you  „^e 
wrong  to  run  down  cookery.  Culture  dépends 
oncookery.  Formyself.theonly  imn,ortïy 
I  désire  is  to  mvent  a  new  sauce.     I   havr 

f„''2  '*••»•*  I  fee'  it  is  in  n,e.  I  feel  it  is 

CZAHEVITCH 

Vou  have  certainly  missed  your  mflùr 
Pnnce  Paul;  the  W.,  M«  of  the  Se^ 
would  have  suited  you  much  better  than  the 
Grand  Cross  „f  Honour.  But  you  know  you 
could  neyer  have  wom  your  „  hite  apron  weH 
you  would  have  soiled  it  too  soon,  your  hands' 
are  not  clean  enough.  «"^  "anas 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Lfo^'«^.l  You  forget-or,  how  could  they 
be?     I  manage  your  father's  business. 

CZAREVITCH 

[BÙUr/y.]  Vou  misnianage  my  father's 
business,  you  mean  1  Evil  genius  of  his  "fe 
that  you  are!  before  you  can.e  there  w« 
someloveleftinhin,.     It  is  you  who  hlvl 
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ACTii.  embittered  his  nature,  poured  into  his  ear  the 
poison  of  treacherous  oounsel,  made  liiin  liutt  d 
by  the  whole  people,  made  liini  what  he  is — a 
tyrant  ! 

[  Tie  courtiers  look  iigHiâcantly  al  each  olker.'] 

PKINCK  PAUL 

[Calmly.']  I  see  your  Highness  does  want 
change  of  air.  But  I  bave  been  an  eldest  son 
myself.  \_Lights  a  cigarille.'\  Iknowwhatit 
is  when  a  father  won't  die  to  please  one. 

[^TJu  cZAREViTcii  goes  to  the  top  of  the  stage, 
and  leans  against  the  window,  tooking  0»/.] 

PHINCE  PETROVITCH 

\To  BARON  RAFK.]  Foolish  boy I  He  will 
be  sent  into  exile,  or  worse,  if  he  is  not 
careful. 

BARON  BAFF 

Ycs.     Wbat  a  mistalce  it  is  to  be  sincère  I 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

The  only  foUy  you  bave  never  committed, 
Baron. 

BARON  RAFF 

One  bas  only  one  head,  you  know,  Prince. 
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PBINCE  PAUL 

My  (lear  H,iron.  your  l.ead  u  the  If.st  thiiiff 
any  one  would  wish  to  Uke  from  yoii.    [Pu/f. 

Zcuf'*'"'  """*  ''^'"  '■'  "  ''""'■'■'''  «^»«- 

PBINCE  PETnoVITCH 

Thaiiks,  Prince  I    Thanks  I 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Pans  Uut  under  this  vulgar  Republie  every- 
h,ng  has  degeneruted  over  there.  Côtelettes 
ù  limp,<r,ale  vanished  of  course  with  the 
Bonaparte,  «nd  omelettes  we.it  out  witli  the 
OrIean.sts.  La  belle  France  is  entirely  ruined 
Prmce.through  bad  moralsand  worsc  cookery.' 

l£»/«r    the     MAllQUIS      I,E      POIVRARD.]       Ah  1 

Marquis.     I   trust   Madame  la  Marquise  is 

MARQUIS  DE  POIVRARD 

You   ought  to   know  better    than    I   do. 
r-rmce  raul  ;  you  see  raore  oj  lier. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

[^..«,,„^.]     Perhaps    I   see    more   in   her. 
Marquis.      Your   wife   is  really  a  charming 
"  177 


ACTII. 


Miciocorr  hsowtion  iist  om»? 

lANSI  ond  ISO  TESr  CHART  No   2) 


l.l 


1^ 
112 


25  mil  1.4  111111.6 


A  APPLIED  IIVMGE 

^^  I6iî    £ûsl    Main    5(r«t 

rj^  f"6)   482  -  O30O  -  Pnofit 

^=  t'tfi)   2B8  -  5989  -  Fa. 
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ACT  II.  woman,  so  full  of  esprit,  and  so  satirical  too  ; 
she  talks  continually  of  you  when  we  are 
together. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

{Looking  at  tke  dock.']  His  Majesty  is  a 
little  late  to-day,  is  he  not  ? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

What  has  happened  to  you,  my  dear  Petro- 
vitch  ?  you  seera  quite  out  of  sorts.  You 
haven't  quarrelled  with  your  cook,  I  hope? 
What  a  tragedy  that  would  be  for  you  ;  you 
would  lose  ail  your  friends. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

I  fear  I  wouldn't  be  so  fortunate  as  that. 
You  forget  I  would  still  hâve  my  purse. 
But  you  are  wrong  for  once  ;  my  chef  and 
I  are  on  excellent  terms. 

PRINCE  PAtTL 

Then  your  creditors  or  Mademoiselle  Vera 
Sabourofï  hâve  been  writing  to  you  ?  They 
compose  more  than  half  of  my  correspondants. 
But  really  you  needn't  be  alarmed.  I  find 
the  most  violent  proclamations  from  the 
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Executive  Committee,  as  they  call  it,  left  aU  a'tm 
over  my  house.     I  never  read  thera  ;  they  are 
so  badly  spelt  as  a  rule. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

Wrong  again.  Prince;   the  Niliilists  leave 
me  alone  for  some  reason  or  otlier. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

[Aside.-]  Truel  Indifférence  is  the  revence 
the  world  takes  on  mediocrities. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

I  ara  bored  with  life.  Prince.  Smce  the 
opéra  season  ended  I  hâve  been  a  perpétuai 
martyr  to  ennui. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

The  maladie  du  siècle  1  You  want  a  new 
«ctement  Prince.  Let  me  see-you  hav^ 
beenmarnedtwicealready;  suppose  you  try 
—falling  in  love  for  once.  -^       '  i 

BARON  RAFP 

I  cannot  understand  your  nature. 
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[^Smiling.']  If  my  nature  had  been  made  to 
suit  your  compreliension  rather  thnn  my  own 
requirenients,  I  am  afraid  I  would  liave  made 
a  very  poor  figure  in  the  world. 

COUNT  ROUVAI.OFP 

There  seems  to  be  nothiiig  in  life  about 
which  you  would  not  jest. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Ah!  my  dear  Couiit,  life  is  mueh  toc 
important  a  tliing  ever  to  talk  seriously 
about  it. 


'1 
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CZAREVITCH 

{Corning  back  front  wtndow.']  I  don't  tliink 
Prince  Paul's  nature  is  such  a  mystery.  He 
would  stab  his  best  friend  for  tlio  sake  of 
writing  an  epigram  on  his  tombstone. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Parbleu  I  I  would  sooner  lose  my  best 
friend  than  my  worst  enemy.  To  hâve  frieiids, 
you  know,  one  need  only  be  good-natured  ; 
but  wheii  a  man  has  no  eiieiny  left  there  must 
be  something  mean  about  hira. 
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CZAnEVITCH 

[Bi/Zerly.]  If  to  hâve  enemies  is  a  measure 
of  greatness,  then  you  must  be  a  Colossus, 
indeed,  Prince. 

PRIXCE  PAUL 

Ves,  your  HiRhness,  I  know  l'm  the  most 
hated  man  in  Kussia,  except  your  father,  ex- 
cept  your  father  of  course.  He  doesn't  seein 
to  like  it  niuch,  by  tlie  way  ;  but  I  do,  I  assure 
you.  [Jlit/erly.]  1  love  to  drive  throiigh  the 
streets  and  see  how  the  rabble  scowl  at  me 
from  every  corner.  It  makes  me  feel  I  am  a 
power  m  Russia  ;  one  man  against  milHons  ! 
Besides,  I  hâve  no  ambition  to  be  a  popular 
hero,  to  be  crowned  with  laurels  oiie  -ear 
and  pelted  with  stones  the  next;  I  ,efer 
dying  peaceably  in  my  own  bed. 

CZAREVITCH 

And  after  death  ? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

\_Shrugging  his  skoulders.'\     Heaven    is    .-< 
despotism.     I  shall  be  at  home  there. 

CZAKEVITCH 

Do  you  never  think  of  the  people  and  their 
rightsî 
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The  people  and  their  rights  bore  me.  I  am 
sick  of  both.  In  thèse  molern  days  to  be 
vulpar,  illittrate,  common  and  vicious,  seems 
to  give  a  man  a  marvellous  infinity  of  rights 
that  his  honest  fathers  never  dreamed  of. 
Believe  me,  Prince,  in  good  democracy  every 
man  shoiild  be  an  aristocrat;  but  thèse  people 
in  llussia  who  seek  to  thrust  us  out  are  no 
better  than  the  animais  ir  one's  préserves,  and 
made  to  be  shot  at,  most  of  them. 

CZAHEVITCH 

[Exatcdfy.']  If  they  are  common,  illiterate, 
vulgar,  no  better  tlian  the  beasts  of  the  field, 
who  made  them  so  ?      [Enter  aide-de-.;amp.] 

AIDE-DE-CAMP 

His  Impérial  Majesty,  the  Emperori 
[prince  PAUL  looks  at  the  czarevitch,  aud 
smiles.'\ 

[Enter  the  czar,  surrounded  by  his  guard^ 
czarevitch 

[Rushing joriuard  to  meet  him^     Sire  1 

CZAR 

[Nervous  and  frightened.'\     Don't  come  too 
near  me,  boy  1    Dont  come  too  near  me,  I 
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hêl'f^'^''"^  "  "''^"y"  something  about  an  acti. 
moÏstha?::"  ""'^'•°!-°'"-  t°  hi.  fathe         '"• 
mm.      What  is    he  doinc?     Is  he  a  or,„ 
Tn,-  .  "''^^  y-  -afched  him  ?     G^^ 
iïmi-hanÏCr  *°  -"^^   ^"^   "-« 

PHINCE  PAUL 

Sire,  you  are  anticipating  history.    This  is 

CZAE 

tt.     He  wants  to  poison  me.    Tl,ere  kiss  Jv 
son's  hand  ;  it  will  do  quite  as  well  ^ 

leavethe  room.     E^eunl  petouchof  a«^    ke 
guards.     C2AR  ./„^,  ^,,,„  i„i^  ^  .^  ./5«.>-     ri 

PRINCE  PAUL 

S.Approaching.1  Sire  1  wiU  your  Majesty 

CZAR 

What  do  you  startie  me  for  like  that  ?    No. 
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VERA; 

ACTII.  I  won 't.  fU'a/cies  the  courtiers  Htrt'ousfy.] 
Wliy  are  you  clattering  yoiir  sword,  sir? 
[TocouNT  bouvai.oik]  Take  it  off.  I  shall 
hâve  no  man  wear  a  sword  in  my  présence 
[/ooh'ng  at  czahevitch],  least  of  ail  my  son. 
\To  PHiNx-F.  PAUL.]  You  are  not  angry  with 
me,  Prince  ?  You  won't  désert  me,  will  you  ? 
Say  you  won't  désert  me.  What  do  you 
want  ?    You  can  hâve  anything — anything. 

PIIINCE  PAUL 

{^Bowing  very  low^  Sire,  'tis  enough  for 
me  to  liave  your  confidence.  \.Aside^  I  was 
afraid  he  was  going  to  revenge  iUmself,  and 
give  me  another  décoration. 

CZAR 

[Returning  to  kts  chair.l    Well,  gentlemen. 

MARQUIS  DK  POIVBABD 

Sire,  I  hâve  the  honour  to  présent  to  you 
a  loyal  address  from  your  subjects  in  the 
Province  of  Arcliangel,  expressing  their  horror 
at  the  last  attempt  on  your  Majesty's  life. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

The  last  attempt  but  two,  you  ought  to 
hâve  said,  Marquis.     Don't  you  see  it  is  dated 
three  weeks  back  ? 
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t'ZAR 

Tliey  are  good  périple  in  tlie  l'roviiice  «f 
Aïolmngel—honest,  loyal  people.  They  love 
me  very  much— simple,  loyal  people;  givc 
theni  a  ncw  saint,  it  costs  notliing.  Well, 
Alexis  [Urniiig  to  the  czaHKVItch}— liow 
many  traitors  were  hung  this  morning  ? 

CZAUKVITCH 

'f  hère  were  three  men  strnrigled.  Sire. 

CZAB 

There  should  linve  been  three  tliousand. 
I  would  to  God  thut  this  people  had  but  one 
neck  that  I  might  strangle  tliem  witli  one 
noose  !  Did  they  tell  anything  ?  whom  did 
they  implijate  ^  what  did  they  confess? 

CZABEVITCH 

Nothing,  Sire. 

CZAR 

They  should  hâve  been  tortured  then  ;  why 
werent  they  tortured  ?  Must  I  always  he 
%hting  in  the  dark  ?  Am  I  never  to  know 
trom  what  root  thèse  traitors  spring  ? 

CZAREVITCH 

Wliat  root  should  there  be  of  diseontent 
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A(TII.  aniong  the  people  but  tji^anny  and  injustice 
amongst  their  rulen  ? 


if 
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What  did  you  lay,  boy?  tyrannyl  tyranny! 
Am  I  a  tyrant  ?  l 'm  not.  I  love  tlie  people. 
l 'm  their  father.  I  m  called  so  in  every 
officiai  proclamation.  Hâve  a  care,  boy; 
hâve  a  care.  You  don't  seem  to  be  cured  yet 
of  your  foolish  tongue.  [Goes  over  to  I'rince 
PACL  and  puis  his  hand  on  his  shouUer.'\ 
Prince  Paul,  tell  me  were  there  many 
people  there  tins  morning  to  see  the  Nihilists 
hung? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Hanging  is  of  course  a  good  deal  less  of  a 
novelty  in  Russia  now,  Sire,  tlian  it  was  three 
or  four  y-îars  ago;  and  you  know  h'jweasily 
the  people  get  tired  even  of  their  bt.  t  amuse- 
ments. But  the  square  and  the  tops  of  the 
bouses  W(.re  really  quite  crowded,  were  they 
not,  Prince  î  [Ti  tke  czaiœvitch,  who  taies  ho 
noUce,'] 


That  's  right  ;  ail  loyal  citizens  should  be 
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there      It  sl.ovs  tliem  wlmt  to  look  forward  Acrir 
to.    Uid  you  arrest  any  one  in  the  crowd  ? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Yfs.  Sire  ;  a  «roman,  for  cursinj?  your  mime. 
ine  cZAHEVTrcH  slarls  anxiom/y.]  Slie  was 
the  mother  of  two  of  the  criminuls. 

CZAIl 

[Loo'^ing at  czAmvncn.-]  Sl.e  should  hâve 
bl.:..ed  me  for  having  rid  her  of  her  children. 
oend  her  to  prison. 

CZAIIEVITCH 

Tlie  iirisons  of  Russia  are  too  fuU  already, 
!>ire.  riiere  is  no  room  in  them  for  any  more 
victims, 

CZA» 

They  don't  die  fast  enough.  then.  You 
should  put  more  of  them  into  one  cell  at  once 
You  don't  keep  them  long  enougb  in  the 
mmes.  If  you  do  they're  sure  to  die;  but 
you  re  ail  too  merciful.  I  ni  too  merciful 
myself.  Send  her  to  Siberia.  She  is  sure 
to  die  on  the  way.  [£„ier  an  aide-de-camp.] 
Who'sthat?    Who'stliat? 

AIDE-DE-CAMP 

A  letter  for  his  Impérial  Majesty. 
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11.    CXAK 

[To  PRINCK  PAt'i.]  I  woii't  open  it.  Thcrc 
muy  be  suinctliiiig  in  it. 

PIIINCE  PAUL 

It  woiild  lie  a  very  disappuintinff  letfer. 
Sire,  if  thcre  wiisn't.  [Taies  Ulter  himself, 
and  reads  «>.] 

PIllNfE  PETIIOVITIH 

[7b  couNT  RouvAi.oFF.]  It  miist  be  some 
sud  news.     I  know  that  sinile  too  well. 

PniNCF  PAUL 

From  the  Oliief  of  tlie  Police  at  Arclianpel, 
Sire.  '  Tlie  Govornor  of  the  ])rovince  wiis 
shot  this  mornin^  by  a  wiiinan  as  he  was 
entering  tiie  courtyard  uf  liis  own  house. 
The  assassin  has  been  seizcd,' 

CZAR 

I  never  trusted  the  people  in  Archangel. 
It  's  a  nest  of  NiliiUsts  and  conspirators.  Tuke 
away  their  suints  ;  tliey  don't  deserve  them. 

PHIN'CE  PAUL 

Your  Ilighness  would  piniish  tliem   more 
sève;  Ay  by  giving  tlitni  an  extra  oxw.    Tliree 
governors  shot  in   two  monthsl    \i>nnles  to 
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kimiel/.-\    Sire,    permit     me   to    recommeiid  a(tii 

yoiir  liiyiil  subJLTt,  the  Miiniui»  de  Poivrard. 

BN  the   iievv   governor  of  your    l'rovine   of 

Archangel. 

MAiiquis  i)K  i-()iv:iARn 

[/iurricdly.]    Sire.  I  am  unfit  for  this  post 

PUINfE  PAUL 

Marquis,  you  are  too  modest.  Delieve  me, 
there  is  iio  man  in  Riissia  I  would  sooner 
see  Governor  of  Archangel  thun  yourself. 
iWhisfiers  lo  CXAH.] 

CZAIl 

(.Juite  right,  Prince  Paul  ;  you  are  alwayg 
ri«lit  See  that  the  Marquis's  letters  are 
niade  out  at  once. 

PIIINLK  PAUL 

He  can  start  to-night,  Sire.  I  shall  really 
miss  you  very  much,  Marquis.  I  alwayg 
liked  your  tuste  in  wine  and  wives  extremely. 

MAHQUIS  DE  POIVRARD 

ITo  the  CZAR.]  Start  to-nigl.t,  Sireî 
[PHINCE  PAUL  whispers  to  the  czar.] 

CZAR 

Yes,  Marquis,  to-night;  it  is  better  to  ao 
at  once. 
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VERA; 

ACTII.  PRINCE  PAUL 

I  shail  see  that  Madame  la  Marquise  is  not 
too  lonely  while  you  are  away  ;  so  you  need 
not  be  alarmed  for  her. 

CODNT  ROUVALOFF 

[To  PRINCE  PETROViTCH.]  I  should  be 
more  alarmed  for  mysel£ 

CZAR 

The  Govemor  of  Archangel  shot  in  his  own 
courtyard  by  a  woman  1  l 'm  not  safe  hère, 
l'm  not  safe  anywhere,  with  that  she  devil 
of  the  révolution,  Vera  Sabouroif,  hère  in 
Moscow.  Prince  Paul,  is  that  woman  still 
hère? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

They  tell  me  she  was  at  the  Grand  Duke's 
bail  last  night  I  can  hardly  believe  tliat  ; 
but  she  certainly  had  intended  to  leave  for 
Novgorod  to-day.  Sire.  The  police  were 
watching  every  train  for  her;  but,  for  some 
reason  or  other,  she  did  not  go.  Some  traitor 
must  hâve  warned  her.  But  I  shall  catch 
her  yet.  A  chase  after  a  beautiful  woman  is 
always  exciting. 
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CZAR 

Ïer  litbT  "^'V^'  ''  **"«="  I  ''hall  hew 
her  l.mb  frora  limb.  I  sl.all  stretch  her  on 
the  rack  t.11  her  pale  white  body  is  twisted 
and  curled  like  paper  in  the  fire. 

PHINCE  PAUL 

Oh,    we    shall    hâve    another    hunt    im- 

rïïrf/"'"''''^'  i-™-AiexL;«, 

assist  us,  1  am  sure. 

CZAREVITCH 

You  never  require  any  assistance  to  ruin  a 
woman.  Prince  Paul  «=  «,  ruin  a 

CZAR 

Veiï,  the  Nihilist,  in  Moscowl    O  God 

TVl""'  ."'^"^^  *"  d'«  -t  once  the  S 
death  they  plot  for  me  than  to  live  as  I  « ve 

such  hornd  dreams  that  hell  itself  were 
peace  when  matched  with  them.  To  tTust 
none  but  those  I  hâve  bought,  to  buy  none 
worth  trustingl  To  see  a  Iraitor  in7very 
smUe,  poison  in  every  dish.  a  dagger  in  eve,^ 
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ACT II.  hand  !  To  lie  awake  at  night,  listening  from 
hour  to  hour  for  the  stealtliy  creeping  of  the 
murderer,  for  the  laying  of  the  damned  mine  I 
You  are  ail  spies  I  you  are  ail  spies  1  You 
worst  of  ail — you,  my  own  son  I  Which  of 
you  is  it  who  liides  thèse  bloody  proclama- 
tions under  my  own  pillow,  or  at  the  table 
where  I  sit  ?  Which  of  ye  ail  is  the  Judas 
who  betrays  me?  O  God!  O  God!  me- 
thinks  there  was  a  time  once,  in  our  war  with 
Eiigland,  when  nothing  could  make  me 
afraid.  \This  with  more  calnt  and  pathos^ 
I  hâve  ridden  into  the  crimson  heart  of  war, 
and  borne  back  an  eagle  which  those  wild 
islanders  had  taken  from  us.  Men  said  1  was 
brave  then.  My  father  gave  me  the  Iron 
Cross  of  Valour.  Oh,  could  he  see  me  now, 
with  this  coward's  livery  ever  in  my  cheekl 
\Sinks  into  his  chair.]  I  never  knew  any  love 
when  I  was  a  boy.  I  was  ruled  by  terror 
myself,  how  else  should  I  rule  now  ?  [Starts 
»/.]  But  I  will  bave  revenge;  I  will  hâve 
revenge.  For  every  hour  I  hâve  lain  awake 
at  night,  waiting  for  the  noose  or  the  dagger, 
they  shall  pass  years  in  Siberia,  centuries  in 
the  mines  1  Ay  1  I  shall  hâve  revenge. 
192 


m 


OR,    THE  NIHILISTS 

CZAHEVITCH 

Father  1  hâve  merey  on  the  people.     Give 
them  what  they  ask. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

And  begin.  Sire,  with  your  own  head  ;  they 
hâve  a  particular  liking  for  that. 

CZAR 

The  people!  the  people  1     A  tiger  which  I 
hâve  let  loose  on  myself;    but  I   will  fight 
with  it  to  the  death.     I   am  done  with  half 
measures.     I  shall  crush  thèse  Nihilists  at  a 
blow.     There  shall  not  be  a  man  of  them 
no,  nor  a  woman  either,  left  alive  in  Russia.' 
Am  I  Emperor  for  nothing,  that  a  woman 
should  hold  me  at  bay  ?     Vera  Sabouroff  shall 
be  m  my  power,  I  swear  it,  before  a  week  is 
ended,  though  I  burn  my  whole  city  to  find 
her.      She   shall   be  flogged  by  the  knoi.t. 
stifled  m  the  fortress,  strangled  in  the  square  I 

CZAREVITCH 

OGodl 

CZAR 

For  two  years  her  hands  hâve  been  clutch- 
ing  at  my  tliroat  ;  for  two  years  she  has  made 
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VERA; 

ACTii.  my  life  a  hell;  but  I  sliall  hâve  revenge. 
Martial  law,  Prince,  martial  law  over  the 
whole  Empire;  tliat  will  give  me  revenge. 
A  good  measure,  Prince,  eh  ?  a  good  measure. 

PRIXCE  PAUL 

And  an  economical  one  too.  Sire.  It 
will  carry  off  your  surplus  population  in 
six  months,  and  save  you  any  expense  in 
courts  of  justice  ;  they  will  not  be  needed 
now. 

CZAR 

Quite  right.  There  are  too  many  people 
in  Russia,  too  much  money  spent  on  them, 
too  much  money  on  courts  of  justice.  I  '11 
shut  them  up. 

CZAREVITCH 

Sire,  reflect  before 


CZAR 

When    can    you    hâve  the  proclamations 
ready.  Prince  Paul  ? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

They  bave  been  printed  for  the  last  six 
months.  Sire.    I  knew  you  would  need  them. 
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.CZAR 

CZAREVITCH 
CZAR 

Emperor  Paul  did  it     Tl.»  u  ^  "  '     ^  "* 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Jour  Majesty.  there  is  „o  need  for  alarm 
The  Pnnce  ,s  a  very  ingenuous  youna  m™' 
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VERA; 

ACTU.  CZAX 

You  are  right.  If  he  really  loved  the 
people,  he  could  not  be  my  son. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

If  be  lived  with  the  people  for  a  fortnight, 
their  bad  dinners  would  soon  cure  him  of  bis 
democracy.    Shall  we  begin,  Sire  ? 


i 


At  once.  Read  the  proclamation.  Gentle- 
men, be  seated.  Alexis,  Alexis,  I  say,  corne 
and  hear  it  I  It  will  be  good  practice  for  you  ; 
you  will  be  doing  it  yourself  some  day. 

CZAREVITCH 

I  bave  heard  too  much  of  it  already. 
^TaÂes  Ais  seat  at  the  table,  count  kouvalofp 
whispers  to  him.'] 

CZAB 

What  are  you  whispering  about  there, 
Count  Rouvaloff  ? 

COUNT  ROUVALOFF 

I  was  giving  bis  ^loval  Highness  some 
good  advice,  your  Majesty. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Count  Rouvaloff  is  the  typical  speudthrift, 
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Sire;  he  is  always  giving  away  what  he  needs  act  il 
most.  [Lays  papcrs  bcfore  the  czak.]  I 
think  Sire,  you  will  approve  of  this  :— •  Love 
of  the  people.'  •  Fatherof  dis  people,'  •  Martial 
law  and  the  usual  allusions  to  Providence 
m  the  last  Une.  AU  it  requires  now  is  your 
Impérial  Majesty  s  signature. 

CZAREVITCH 

Sirel 

PIIINCE  PAUL 

\.Hurriedly.-\  I  promise  your  Majesty  to 
crush  every  Nihilist  in  -ussia  in  six  months 
It  you  sign  thjs  proclamation  ;  every  Nihilist 
in  Uussia. 

CZAR 

Say  thatagainl  To  crush  every  Nihilist 
in  Hussia;  to  crush  this  woman,  their  leader, 
who  makes  war  upon  me  in  my  own  city. 
Pnnce  Paul  Maraloftski,  I  ereate  you  Maré- 
chal of  the  whole  Russian  Empire  to  help 
you  to  carry  out  martial  law. 

CZAR 

Give  me  the  proclamation.  I  will  sign  it 
at  once.  '' 

187 


VERA, 

ACTII.  PBINCE  PAUL 

[Points  oHpaper.']  Hère,  Sire. 

CZAREVITCH 

IStarts  up  and  pHts  kis  hands  on  the  paper.l 
Stayl  I  tell  you,  stayl  The  priests  hâve 
takeii  heaven  from  the  people,  and  you  would 
take  the  earth  away  too. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

[HHrriedfy.'\  We  hâve  no  time,  Prince,  now. 
This  boy  will  ruin  everything.     The  pen,  Sire. 

CZAIIEVITCH 

What  1  is  it  so  small  a  thing  to  strangle  a 
nation,  to  murder  a  Itingdom,  to  wreck  an 
empire  ?  Wlio  are  vire  who  dare  lay  this  ban 
of  terror  on  a  people  ?  Hâve  we  less  vices 
than  they  hâve,  that  we  bring  them  to  the 
bar  of  judgment  before  us  î 

PHINCE  PAUL 

What  a  Communist  the  Prince  is!  He 
would  hâve  an  equal  distribution  of  sin  as 
well  as  of  property. 

CZAREVITCH 

Warmed  by  the  same  sun,  nurtured  by  the 
same  air,  fashioned  of  flesh  and  blood  like  to 
our  own,  wherein  are  they  différent  to  us, 
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-  poison.  t..atTh%lethiÏ';^e!:Î!"  "'"" 

C2AR 

How  uaie .| 

CXAHEVncH 

""  b  them  of  common  rights  of  mea 

0«AR 

The  people  hâve  no  rights. 

CZAHEVITCH 

they  hâve  won  your  battles  for  yrm  •  from  th^' 

CZAB 

What  hâve  I  to  do  ^th  them  ?"  "^  '"'• 
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VERA; 

ACTIL  rZAREVlTCH 

Nothing  !  The  dend  are  safe  ;  you  cannot 
harni  thein  now.  They  sieep  their  last  long 
sleep.  Some  in  Tiirkish  waters,  others  by 
the  wind-swept  heights  of  Norway  and  the 
Dane!  But  thèse,  the  living,  our  brothers, 
whai.  hâve  you  donc  for  them  î  They  asked 
you  for  bread,  you  gave  them  a  stone.  They 
sought  for  freedom,  you  scourged  them  with 
scorpions.  You  hâve  sown  the  seeds  of  this 
révolution  yourself 1 

PRINCE  PAUL 

And  are  we  not  cuttirg  down  the  harvest  ? 

CZAREVITCH 

Oh,  my  bru.hersl  better  far  that  ye  had 
died  in  the  iron  hi.''  and  screaming  shell  of 
battle  than  to  como  back  to  such  a  doom  as 
this!  The  beasts  of  the  forests  hâve  their 
lairs,and  the  wild  beasts  their  caverns,  but  the 
people  of  Kussia,  conquerors  of  the  world,  hâve 
not  where  to  lay  their  heads. 

PRIK    E  PAUL 

They  hâve  the  headsman's  block. 


CZAREVITCH 

The    block  1 
200 


Ayl   you  hâve  killed  their 


OR,  THE   NIHILISTS 

soûls  at  your  pleiisure.  you  would  kill  their  actii 
bodies  now. 

CZAR 

Insolent  b„y  i  Hâve  you  forgotten  who  i. 
itiiperor  oi  Russia  î 

CZAllKVITCH 

NoI  The  people  reiKi.  „ow,  by  the  grâce 
of  God.  You  shonid  huve  been  cheir  sbep- 
herd;  you  hâve  fled  away  like  the  hireling, 
ana  let  the  wolves  in  upon  them. 

CZAR 

Pauîf'  ^'''"  '"'^'    ^""^  '"'"  "^*y'  ^'""** 

CZABEVITCH 

God  hath  given  this  people  tongues  to 
speak  w.th;  you  would  eut  them  out  that 
they  may  be  dumb  in  their  agony,  silent  in 
their  torture  1  But  He  hath  given  them 
hands  to  smite  with,  and  they  shall  smite! 
Ay  I  froni  the  siek  and  labouring  womb  of 
this  unhappy  land  some  révolution,  like  a 
bloody  chjld,  may  rise  up  and  slay  you. 

CZAB 

ILeaping  up.-\    Devil !    Assassin!    Why  do 
you  beard  me  thus  to  my  face  î 
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VERAî 

ACTIL  CZAREVITCH 

Because  1  am  a  NiliilistI  [Ta*  minisl/rs 
slart  to  thtir/Mt!  tkttt  is  a  dtad  silinc*  /or  a 
.  ^'w  miHittts.] 


IL  I 


A  Nihilistl  ■  Nihilistt  Viper  whom  I  hâve 
nurtured,  traitor  wliom  I  hâve  fondied,  is  this 
your  Woody  secret  ?  Prince  Paul  Maraloffski, 
Maréchal  of  the  Russian  Empire,  arrest  the 
Czarevitch  I 

MINI8TER8 

Arrest  the  Czarevitch  I 

CZAR 

A  Nihilist  I  If  you  hâve  sown  with  them, 
you  shall  reap  with  them  I  If  you  hâve  tallted 
with  them,  you  shall  rot  with  them  1  If  you 
hâve  lived  with  them,  with  them  you  shall 
die! 

PBINCE  PETHOVITCH 

Oiel 

CZAR 

A  plague  on  ail  sons,  I  say  !     There  should 
be  no  more  marriages  in  Russia  when  one  can 
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PRINCE  PAUL 

CzarevitchI  by  order  of  the  Emperor.  I 
denmnd  y,.ur  sword.  [i;iAHKviw,i  gwes  ,é 
sword;  PHINCE  VAVLplacs  il  on  th,  labU.-\ 

CZARKVITCH 

You  will  find  it  unstained  by  blood. 

PBINCK  PAUL 

Fodish  boy  I  you  are  not  made  for  s  con- 
spirator;  you  hâve  not  Itarned  to  l.old  your 
longue.  Haroics  ai«  out  of  place  in  • 
palace.  '^ 

CZAR 

ISinks  into  hù  chair  mth  Ais  eytifixedon  thé 
CZAREVITCH.]  O  God  1  My  own  Son  against 
me.  my  own  flesh  and  blood  against  me;  but 
I  am  rid  of  tliem  ail  now. 

CZAREVITCH 

The  mighty  brotherhood  to  which  I  belon» 
has  a  thousand  sueh  as  I  am.  ten  thousand 
better  st.lll    [Tht  czavl  starts  in  his  .,«/.] 

208 


mm 


VEllA; 

ACTii.  The  star  of  freedoin  is  risen  already,  and 
far  off  I  hear  tle  miglity  wave  Democracy 
break  on  thèse  cursed  shores. 

PRINCE  PAUI- 

[  Ta  i-EiNCE  puTBOviTCH.]  In  that  case  you 
and  I  must  learn  how  to  swim. 

CZAKEVITCH 

Father,  Emperor,  Impérial  Master,  I  plead 
not  for  my  own  life,  but  for  the  lives  of  my 
brothers,  the  people. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

IBitterfy.']  Your  brothers,  the  people, 
Prince,  are  not  content  with  tlieir  own  lives, 
they  always  want  to  take  their  neighboars' 
too. 

CZAR 

{Standing  up.']  I  am  tired  of  being  afraid. 
I  hâve  done  with  terror  now.  From  tliis  day 
I  proclaim  war  against  the  people — war  to 
their  annihilation.  As  tliey  hâve  dealt  with 
me,  so  shall  I  deal  with  them.  1  shall  grind 
them  to  powder,  and  strew  their  dust  upon 
the  air.  There  shall  be  a  spy  in  every  man's 
house,  a  traitor  on  every  hearth,  a  han^man 
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w  every  village,  a  gibbet  in  every  square. 
Plaguejeprosy.orfever  shall  be  less  deadly 
than  my  wrath;  I  wiU  make  every  frontier 
a  graveyard,  every  province  a  lazar-house, 
and  cure  the  sick  by  the  sword.  I  shall  hâve 
peace  m  Russia,  though  it  be  the  peace  of 
the  dead.  Who  said  I  was  a  coward  »  Who 
said  I  was  afraid  ?  See.  thus  shall  I  crush  this 
people  beneath  my  feet  !  [Takes  up  sword 
O/CZAEEVITCH  off  tabU  and  trampies  on  ,ï.] 

CZAREVITCH 

Father,  beware,  the  sword  you  tre!.-!  on  may 
turn  and  wound  you.  The  people  suffer  long, 
but  vengeance  cornes  at  last,  vengeance  with 
red  hands  and  silent  feet 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Bah  1  the  people  are  bad  shots  ;  they  always 
miss  one.  ' 

CZAREVITCH 

There  are  times  when  the  people  are  the 
instruments  of  God. 


ACT  II. 


Ayl  and  when   kings  are  God's  scourges 
for  the  people.    Take  hini  awayl    ïake  him 
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ACT  11.  away  I  Bring  in  m  y  guards.  [Enter  the  Im- 
périal Guard.  CZAR  points  to  czakevitch, 
isiho  stands  alone  at  the  side  of  the  stage^  We 
will  bring  him  to  prison  ourselves  :  prison  ! 
I  trust  no  prison.  He  would  escape  and  kill 
me.  I  will  hâve  him  shot  hère,  hère  in  the 
open  square  by  the  soldiers.  Let  me  never 
see  his  tace  again.  [czarevitch  is  being  led 
out.'\  No,  no,  leiive  him  1  I  don't  trust 
guards.  They  are  ail  Nihilists  I  [7b  prince 
paulJ  I  trust  you,  you  hâve  no  mercy. 
[^Throws  window  open  andgoes  oui  on  ia/cony.] 

CZAREVITCH 

If  I  am  to  die  for  the  people  I  am  ready 
One  Nihilist  more  or  less  in  Russia,  what  does 
that  matter  ? 

PRINCE  PAÏTL 

[Looking  at  his  wateh."]  The  dinner  is  sure 
to  be  spoiled.  How  annoying  politics  are; 
and  eldest  sons  I 


VOICE 

[Outside,  in    the    street."]     God    save    the 
people  1    [czAK  M  shot,  and  staggers  bock  into 
the  room.'\ 
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CZAKEVITCH 

[Breaiing-  from  the  guards,    and   rusAinjr 
over.]    Fatherl  * 

CZAR 

Murderer!       Murdererl       You     did    itl 
Murdererl    [/;/«.]  ' 


ACT  II. 


Tableau 


SNO  OF  ACT  II 


«07 


ACT  III 

Sam»  semt  and  iusiness  as  Act  I.    Man  in  ytllow  dress, 
with  drawH  sword,  at  the  door. 

Password  outside.     Vœ  tyrannis. 
Answer.     Vœ  victis  [repeated  tkree  times\ 

{Enter  conspibators  wkoform  a  stmicirclt, 
masked  and  cloaked.l 

FBESIDENT 

What  hour  is  it  î 

FISST  CONSPIRATOR 

The  hour  to  strike. 

PRESIDENT 

What  day  î 

lECONO  CONSPIRATOR 

The  day  of  Marat. 

PRESIDENT 

In  what  month  t 
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TRIRD  CONSPIRATOB 

The  month  of  liberty. 

PRESIDENT 

What  is  our  duty  f 

FOUHTH  CONSPIRATOR 

To  obey. 

PRESIDENT 

Our  creed .' 

FIFTH  CONSPIRATOR 

Parbleu,  Monsieur  le  Président,  I  never 
knew  you  had  one. 

CONSPIRATORS 

A  spy  I  A  spy  I  Unmask  I  Unmask  1  A 
spy! 

PRESIDENT 

Let  the  doors  be  shut  There  are  others 
but  Nihilists  présent 

CONSPIRATORS 

Unmask  !  Unmask  I  Kill  him  I  kill 
himl  [Masked  Conspirator  unmasJks.']  Prince 
Paul! 


ACTIII. 


VERA 

Devill 
den? 
o 


Who  lured  you  into  the  lion's 
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VERA; 

ACTIII.  CONSnnATOKS 

Killhiml     Killliiml 

PRINCE  PAUL 

En  vérité,  Messieurs,  you  are  not  over 
hospitable  in  your  welcome. 

VERA 

Welcome  1  Wliat  welcome  sliould  we  give 
you  but  the  dagger  or  tlie  noose  ? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

I  had  no  idea  really  that  the  Nihilists 
were  so  exclusive.  Let  me  assure  you  tliat 
if  I  had  not  always  had  an  entrée  to  the  very 
best  society,  and  the  very  worst  conspiracies, 
I  could  nevcr  hâve  been  Prime  Minister  in 
Russia. 

VERA 

The  tiger  cannot  change  its  nature,  nor  the 
snake  lose  its  venom  ;  but  are  you  turned  a 
lover  of  the  people  î 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Mon  Dieu,  non,  ' 'ademoiselle  !     I  would 

much  sooner  talk  scandai  in  a  drawing-room 

than  treason  in  a  cellar.     Résides,  I  hâte  the 

common   mob,  '..ho  smell  of  garlic,  smoke 
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bi^  tobacco.  get  up  early.  and  dine  off'  one  actii, 

PRESIDENT 

What  have  you  to  gain,  then,  by  a  révolu- 
tion ? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Mon  ami,  I  have  nothing  left  to  lose.  Tliat 
scatter-brained  boy.  this  new  Czar.  bas  ban- 
isned  me. 

VERA 

To  Siberia  î 

PRINCE  PAUL 

No,  to  Paris.  He  has  confiscated  my 
estâtes,  robbed  me  of  iny  office  and  my  cook. 
X  have  notlimg  left  but  my  décorations.  I  am 
hère  for  revenge. 

PRESIDENT 

Then  you  have  a  rigl.t  to  be  one  of  us. 
We  also  meet  daily  for  revenge. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

You  want  money  of  course.  No  one  ever 
joins  a  conspiracy  who  has  any.  Hère. 
[Urows  moncy  on  table. 1  You  have  so  many 
spies  that  I  should  think  you  want  informa- 
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ACTiiLtion.  Well.  you  wiU  flnd  me  the  best- 
mformed  man  in  Russia  on  the  abuses  of 
our  Government.  I  made  them  nearly  ail 
myself.  ' 

VERA 

Président,  I  don't  trust  this  man.  He  bas 
done  us  too  much  harm  in  Russia  to  let  him 
go  in  safety. 

PHINCE  PAUL 

Believe  me,  Mademoiselle,  you  are  wrong. 
I  will  be  a  most  valuable  addition  to  your 
circle  ;  and  as  for  you,  gentLmen.  if  I  had  not 
thought  that  you  would  be  useful  to  me  I 
shouldn't  hâve  risked  my  neck  among  you.  or 
dined  an  hour  earlier  than  usual  so  as  to  be  in 
time. 

PRESIDENT 

Ay,  if  he  had  wanted  to  spy  on  us,  Vera, 
he  wouldn't  bave  come  himself. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

lAside.l  No;  I  should  bave  sent  my  best 
friend. 

PRESIDENT 

Résides,  Vera,  he  is  just  the  man  to  cive  us 
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the  information  we  want  about  some  business  act  m, 
we  hâve  m  hand  to-night  '"■ 

VEHA 

Beitsoifyouwishit 

PRESIDENT 

Brothers,  is  it  your  will  that  Prince  Paul 

CONSPIRATOHS 

ItisI  itisi 

PRESIDENT 

P^fiîy.'^"^''^^:'""^''^''^^-!    Prince 
l'a.ul,  the  dagger  or  the  oath  ? 

PRINCE  PAUL 

.nnfvi't  T'''^'''^<y-:i  ï  would  sooner 
annihilate    than     be     annihilated.       [7a^es 

PRESIDENT 

.„^l!TT^''-^^*"y  "*•  '""'  »^  long  as 
earth  holds  poison  or  steel.  as  long  as  men 
can  stnice  or  women  betray.  you  shall  not 
escape  vengeance.  The  Nihilists  never  forget 
their  fnends,  or  forgive  their  anémies. 
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ACT  III.  PRINCE  tAVÏ. 
Really  T      I 
civilised. 


VKRA; 


did  not  think  jrou  were  to 


VF.nA 

iPaàng  up  and  down  ôêkind."]  Why  is  he 
not  here?  He  will  not  keep  the  crown.  I 
know  him  welL 

PRESIDENT 

Siffn.  [prince  paul  signs.']  You  said  you 
thought  we  had  no  creed.  You  were  wrong. 
ReaditI 

VERA 

This  is  a  dangerous  thing,  Président.  What 
can  we  do  with  this  man  ? 

PRESIDENT 

We  can  use  him.  He  is  of  value  to  us  to- 
night  and  to-morrow. 

TIRA 

Perhaps  there  will  be  no  morrow  for  any  of 
us  ;  but  we  hâve  given  him  our  word  :  he  is 
safer  here  than  ever  he  was  in  his  palace. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

[Reaàing.']    '  The  rights  of  humanity  '  I    In 
the  old  times  men  carried  out  their  rights  for 
themselves  as  they  lived,  but  nowadays  every 
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b«by  seemi  born  with  a  social  manifesto  in  actiii 
its  mouth  much  bi^^er  than  itself.    •  Nature 
is  not  a  temple,  but  a  wmksh..p  :  we  demand 
the  nght  to  labour.-    Ah.  F  shall  surrendcr 
my  own  rights  in  tbat  respect. 

VEHA 

[Pacing  up  and  Hown  brhiud.]     Oh,  will  he 
never  corne  ?  will  he  nevcr  corne  ? 

l'KINCE  PAUL 

'The  family  as  subversive  of  true  soci.ilistic 
at.d  communal  uiiity  is  to  be  mmihiluted.' 
Ves.  Président.  I  ujçree  completely  with 
Article  5.  A  faniily  is  a  terrible  incumbrance 
especially  when  one  is  not  ma.ried.  \Thret 
fcHocks  al  tht  door.] 

VERA 

Alexis  at  last  I 
Password 

Vœ  tyiannis  I 
Answer 

Vœ  victis  I     [£„/er  michaei.  sthooanoff.] 

PRESIDENT 

Michaei,  the  régicide  !     Brothers,  let  us  do 
honour  toa  man  who  bas  killed  a  king. 
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ACT  lil.  VBHA 

[^siJt.]    Oh.  he  will  corne  yeti 

PHESIDENT 

Micliael,  you  hâve  saved  Russim. 

MICHAEI. 

Ay,  Russia  was  free  for  •  moment  when 
the  tyrant  fell,  but  the  sun  of  liberty  has  set 
again  like  that  false  dawn  which  cheats  our 
eyes  m  aiitumn. 

PRESIDENT 

The  (Iread  night  of  tyranny  is  not  yet  past 
for  Russia. 

MICHAEL 

{Clutching  Ats  kni/e.-]  One  more  blow,  and 
the  end  is  corne  indced. 

VERA 

[Astde.'\  One  more  blow  I  What  does  he 
mean?  Oh.  impossible  1  but  why  is  he  not 
with  usî  Alexis  I  Alexis  I  why  are  you  not 
hère  ? 

PBESIDENT 

But  how  did  you  escape,  Micliael  I     ïhey 
•aid  you  had  beeii  seized. 
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MICRAEL 

I  was  dreued  in  the  uniform  of  the  Fm- 
porial  Guard.  The  Colonel  on  duty  wn.  a 
brother.  and  gave  me  the  password.  I  drove 
through  the  troops  in  safety  with  it.  and. 
thanks  to  my  good  horse.  reached  the  waUs 
oetore  the  gâtes  were  closed. 

MF.SIDENT 

b.i!^l;;Vaj'"""  '"  *°™'''«  ""^  -  "•• 

MICHAEL 

A  chance  T     There  i,  „o  such  thing  .. 
chance.    It  was  God's  tinger  led  him  theA. 

PRESIDENT 

d^f  ''''"*  '"^'   y°"    •"«   *•>«»«  three 

MICHAEL 

Hiding  in  the  house  of  the  priest  Nicholas 
at  the  cross-roads. 

PRESIDENT 

Nicholas  is  an  honest  man. 

MICHAEL 

Ay.  honest  enough  for  a  priest    I  am  hère 
now  for  vengeance  on  a  traitor  ! 
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VERA; 

ACTIII.   VERA 

lAside.l  O  God,  will  he  never  corne? 
Alexis  !  why  are  >ou  not  hère  ?  You  caniiot 
hâve  turned  traitor  1 

MICHAEL 

[Seeing  prince  paul.]  Prince  Paul  Mara- 
loffski  hère  !  By  St.  George,  a  lucky  capture  I 
ïhis  must  hâve  been  Vera's  doing.  She  is 
the  only  one  who  could  hâve  lured  that  ser- 
pent into  the  trap. 

PRESIDENT 

Prince  Paul  has  just  taken  the  oath. 

VERA 

Alexis,  the  Czar,  has  banished  him  from 
Russia. 

MICHAEL 

Bah  !  A  blind  to  cheat  us.  We  will  keep 
Prince  Paul  hère,  and  find  some  office  for  him 
in  our  reign  of  terrer.  He  is  well  accustomed 
by  this  time  to  bloody  work. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

\_Approaching  michaei.]  That  was  a  long 
shot  of  yours,  mon  camarade. 

MICHAEL 

I  hâve  had  a  good  deal  of  practice  shooting, 
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since  I  hâve  been  a  boy.   .tf  y„ur  Hio^ness's  ACTiu. 
wud  boars. 

PUINCE  PAUL 

Are   my  gamekeepers    like    moles,   then 
always  asleep  ? 

MICHAEL 

No  Prince.  I  am  one  of  them;  but,  like 
watch  ""^  °^  '"''^'"^  '^''"*  ^  ""^  P"*  t° 

PKESIDENT 

This  must  be  a  new  atmosphère  for  you. 
Prmce  Paul.  We  speak  the  truth  to  oné 
another  hère. 

PKINCE  PAUL 

How  misleading  you  must  find  iti  You 
hâve  an  odd  medley  hère.  Président. 

PRESIDENT 

^  You  recognise  a  good  many  friends.  I  dare 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Yes,  there  is  always  more  brass  than  brains 
in  an  aristocracy. 

PRESIDENT 

But  you  are  hère  yourself  f 
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I  ?  As  I  cannot  be  Prime  Minister,  I  must 
be  a  Nihilist.     Tliere  is  no  alternative. 

VEKA 

0  God,  will  he  never  come?  The  hand 
is  on  the  stroke  of  the  hour.  Will  he  never 
come? 

MICHAEL 

[Aside.]  Président,  you  know  what  we  hâve 
to  do  ?  'Tis  but  a  sorry  hunter  who  leaves 
the  wolf  cub  alive  to  avenge  his  father.  How 
are  we  to  get  at  this  boy  ?  It  must  be  to- 
night.  To-morrow  he  will  be  throwing  some 
sop  of  reform  to  the  people,  and  it  will  be  too 
late  for  a  republic. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

You  are  quite  right  Good  kings  are  the 
only  dangerous  enemies  that  modem  demo- 
cracy  has,  and  wheii  lie  has  begun  by  banishing 
me  you  may  be  sure   le  intends  to  be  a  patriot. 

MICHAEL 

1  am  sick  of  patriot  kings;  what  Russia 
needs  is  a  Republic. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Messieurs,  I  hâve  brought  you  two  docu- 
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ments  which  I  think  will  iuterest  you-the  act  ii, 
proclamation  this  young  Czar  intends  publish- 
mg   to-morrow,  and  a  plan  of  the   Winter 
l'alace,  where  he  sleeps  to-night. 
VER^  Wandspapers.-\ 

J  1"*^^*  ^}  ^^^"^  '^^"^  tf-^y  »^e  Plotting 
about.     Oh.  whyis  Alexis  not  hère? 

PRESIDENT 

Prince,  this  is  most  valuable  information. 
Michael,  you  were  right.  If  it  is  not  to-niaht 
it  wiU  be  too  late.     Read  that.  ^ 

MICHAEl, 

Ah!  A  loaf  of  bread  flung  to  a  starving 
nation  A  lie  to  cheat  the  people.  \Tears  it 
«p.1  It  must  be  to-night.  I  do  not  believe 
him.  Would  he  hâve  kept  his  crown  had 
he  loved  the  people  ?  But  how  are  we  to  get 
at  him.  and  shall  we  who  could  not  bear  the 
scorpions  of  the  father  suffer  the  whips  of  the 
son?-no;  whatever  is.  must  be  destroyed: 
whatever  is,  is  wrong. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

The  key  of  the  private  door  in  the  street 

[Hands  key^ 
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ACTIU.  PRESIDENT 

Prince,  we  are  in  your  debt. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

\Smiling.'\  The  normal  condition  of  the 
Nihilists. 

MICHAEL 

Ay,  but  we  are  paying  our  debts  ofF  with 
interest  now.  Two  Eniperors  in  one  week. 
That  will  make  tlie  balance  straight.  We 
would  hâve  thrown  in  a  Prime  Minister  if 
vou  had  not  coine. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Ah,  I  am  sorry  you  told  me.  It  robs  my 
■visit  of  ail  its  pictiiresqueness  and  adventure. 
I  thought  I  was  perilling  my  head  by  coming 
hère,  and  you  tell  me  I  hâve  saved  it.  One 
is  sure  to  be  disappointed  if  one  tries  to  get 
romance  out  of  modem  life. 

MICHAEI. 

It  is  not  so  romantic  a  thing  to  lose  one's 
head.  Prince  Paul. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

No,  but  it  must  often  be  very  duU  to  keep 
it.     Don't  you  find  that  sometimes  ? 

[Clock  strikes  six^ 
832 


OR,   THE    NIHILISTS 


VERA 


[Sinkin^  into  a  ,eat.-\    Oh,  it  is  past  the 
hour!    Itis  past  the  hou.- 1 

MICHAEL 

tToPKEsiDENT.]  Rememberto-morrowwill 
be  too  late. 

PRESIDENT 

Brothers,  it  is  full  time.     Which  of  us  is 
absent  ? 

CONSPIRATORS 

Alexis  I  Alexis  I 

PRESIBENT 

Michael,  read  Rule  7. 

MICHAEI, 

'  When  aiy  brother  shall  hâve  disobeyed 
a  summons  to  be  présent,  the  président  shall 
jnquire  if  there  is  anything  alleged  against 

PRESIDENT 

Is  there  anything  against  our  brother 
Alexis  ? 

CONSPIRATORS 

He  wears  a  crown  1    He  wears  a  crown  I 
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VERAj 

ACTIIL  PRESIDENT 

Michael,  read  Article  7  of  the  Code  of 
Révolution. 

MICHAEL 

'Between  the  Nihilists  and  ail  men  who 
wear  crowns  above  their  fellows,  there  is  war 
to  tho  death.' 

PBESIDENT 

Brothers,  what  say  you?  Is  Alexis,  the 
Czar,  guilty  or  not  ' 

OMNES 

He  is  guilty  I 

PBESIDENT 

What  shall  the  penalty  be? 

OMNGS 

Dcathl 

PRESIDENT 

Let  the  lots  be  prepared;  it  shall  be  to- 
night. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

Ah,  this  is  really  interesting  !    I  was  getting 
afraid  conspiracies  were  as  dull  as  courts  are. 
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PBOFESSOR  UARFÀ 

My  forte  is  more  in  writing  pamphlets  than  '"^"' 
m  takmg  shots.    Stili  «  régicide  h«  alw.ys  . 
place  m  history.  ' 

MICHAEL 

If  your  pistol  is  as  harmless  as  your  pen 
this  young  tyrant  will  Jiave  a  long  life. 

PRINCE  PAUL 

thJ"-/"^''*  *"  '■«'"^'"ber,  too,   Professer. 

woild  be.  and  hung.as  you  certeinly  would 
be,  there  would  be  nobody  left  to  read  your 
own  articles.  ' 

PRESIDENT 

Brothers,  are  you  ready  ? 

VÏRA 

[Siariin^up.-]    Notyet!    Notyetl    I  hâve 
a  Word  to  say. 

MICRAEL 

[^sjae.]      Plague  take  herl      I  knew  it 
would  corne  to  this. 

▼ERA 

This  boy  bas  been  our  brother.      Nirfit 
after  night  he  bas  perilled  his  own  life  to 
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VERA; 

ACTill.  corne  hère.  Night  after  night,  when  every 
Street  was  filled  witli  spies,  every  house  with 
traitors.  Delicately  nurtured  like  s  king's 
son,  he  has  dwelt  among  us. 

PRESIDENT 

Ayl  under  a  false  nantie.  He  lied  to  us 
at  the  beginning.  He  lies  to  us  now  at  the 
end. 

vi:ba 

I  swear  he  is  true.  There  is  not  a  man 
hère  who  does  not  owe  him  his  life  a  thousand 
times.  When  the  bloodhounds  were  on 
us  that  night,  who  saved  us  from  arrest, 
torture,  flogging,  death,  but  he  ye  seek  to 
kill? 

MICUAEL 

To  kill  ail  tyrants  is  our  mission  I 

VERA 

He  is  no  tyrant.  I  know  him  well  1  He 
loves  the  people. 

PRESIDENT 

We  know  him  too  ;  he  is  a  traitor. 


A  traitor  !    Three  days  ago  he  could  hâve 
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gibbet  would  hâve  bccn  yoi.r  doom.  He 
gave  you  ail  your  lives  once.  Give  him  a 
httle  time-a  week,  a  .ncnth,  a  few  duys; 
but  now  I— O  God,  not  iiow  1  ' 

CONSPIRATOns 

to-Ktf"'^"''^'^''"^'^"'"'^  To-nightl  to-nighti 

VEHA 

Peace,  you  gorgèd  adders  !  peacel 

MICHAEL 

What,arewenotlieretoani.ihilate?  SImll 
we  not  keep  our  oath  ? 

VERA 

Your  oath  1  your  oath  !  Greedy  tlmt  you 
are  of  ga.n,  every  mans  hnnd  lusting  for  his 
nejghbours  pelf,  every  heart  set  on  pilJe 
and  rapine;    who,  of  ,e  ail,   if  the  crown 

up  for  the  mob  to  scramble  for  ?    The  Deoule 
are  not  yet  fit  for  a  republic  in  Russia. 

PRESIDENT 

Every  nation  is  fit  for  a  republic. 
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ACTia  MICHAEL 

The  man  is  «  tyrant 

VEHA 

A  tyrant  1  Hntli  he  not  Hismissed  his  evil 
coiinsellors.  Tliat  ill-oiiu'ned  raven  of  his 
fatlier's  life  hatli  liad  his  wiiigs  clipped  and 
his  claws  pared,  und  comes  to  us  croaking 
for  revenge,  (ih,  hâve  mercy  on  hira  I  Give 
him  a  week  to  live  I 

PRESIDENT 

Vera,  pleading  for  a  king  I 

TERA 

[Proudfy.]  I  pl;u:  not  for  a  king,  but  for 
8  brother. 

MICHAEL 

For  a  traitor  to  his  oath,  a  coward  wlio 
■hould  hâve  fliing  the  purple  back  to  the 
fools  that  gave  it  him.  No,  Vera,  no. 
The  brood  of  men  is  not  yet  dead,  nor  the 
dull  earth  grown  sick  of  cliild-be.iring.  No 
crowned  raan  in  Russia  shall  pollute  God's 
air  by  living. 

PRESIDENT 

You  bade  us  try  you  once.     We  hâve  tried 
you,  and  you  are  found  wanting, 
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MICriAEI. 

\-era.  I  am  not  bli„d  ;  I  know  vour  secret.  ^"'"' 

Hs  pretty  fare.  Ins  curled  liair.  his  soft  wl,ite 
m..ds.  Fool  that  you  «rc,  ,l„,,e  of  a  Iving 
tondue,  do  you  know  what  he  w.,„ld  fmve 
donc  to  vou.  this  boy  y„u  think  loved  you? 
Hewond  l.ave  made  you  lus  n,istres.s,  used 
your  body  at  his  pkasure,  tlirown  you  awav 
when    he    was    wearied    of    you;    y„u,    the 

the  torch  of  democracy. 

VEHA 

VVhat  he  would  hâve  done  to  me  matters 
httle.      lo  the  people,  at  lenst,  he  wiU   be 

Ubert  '  *'""  ^^"^^"^  "*  '^"*'  ^^  '°^«» 

PRESIDEÎfT 

So  he  would  plny  the  citizen-king,  would 
he.  whde  we  starve  ?  Would  flatter  us  with 
sweet  speeches,  would  cheat  us  with  pron.ises 
hke  his  fa  her.  would  lie  to  us  as  his  whole 
race  hâve  hed. 

MIC  H  A  EL 


And  you   whose   very  name  made 
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ACT III.  despot  tremble  for  his  life,  you,  Vers  Sabou- 
rofT,  you  wotild  betray  liberty  for  a  lover 
and  thc  people  for  a  paramour  I 

CONSPIRATORS 

Traitress  1      Draw    the    lots  ;    draw    tlie 
lots! 


I 


VERA 

In  thy  throat  thou  liest,  Micliael  !     I  love 
him  net.     He  loves  me  not. 

MICHAEI. 

You  love  him  not  ?    Shall  he  not  die  then  ? 


il^' 
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VERA 

[ll'ith  an  effort,  cUnching  her  hands^  Ay, 
it  is  right  that  he  shoiild  die.  He  hath  broken 
his  oath.  There  should  be  no  crowned  man 
in  Europe.  Hâve  I  not  sworn  it  î  To  be 
strong,  our  new  republic  should  be  drunk 
with  the  blood  of  kings.  He  hath  broken 
his  oath.  As  the  father  died  so  let  the  son 
die  too.  Yet  not  to-night,  not  to-night 
Russia,  that  hath  borne  her  centuries  of 
wrong,  can  wait  a  week  for  liberty.  Give 
him  a  week. 
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PRESIDENT 

US to u^'L'"""  '"r  "^ y°"'  "«=«"-  »■-»  ''""" 

us  to  tms  boy  you  love. 

MlCHAEl, 
CONSFIUATOM 

To-nightl     To-nightl    To-niRht! 

MICRAEL 

lHotdinguphishaHd.-\  A  .n„,neMt  1  I  hâve 
somethm^  to  say.  iAppr.aa,cs  v,:„a  ;  sfeaks 
vtry  slowly.-\     \  era  Sabouroli;  hâve  yo.i  for 

VERA    starts.-]       Hâve    you    C.r^ro.tc/thai 
young  face.  p.ilc  with  iu.uine;   th„v   y,,,,,,^ 

irabs  twistcd  with  torture  ;  the  iro„  ch.m.s 
they  made  him  wulk  in  ?  What  «c.k  ,.f 
Iil)erty  d.d  they  givc  him  ?  Wl.at  nity  ,lid 
t^-,■  M.,,.,-  ;,im  for  a  day  ?  [ver,,  /„/.,  ,„  , 
^Acw  i  .  !:!  von  oould  talk  ghl.ly  en.i.u-h 
thu.  o,  vengeance,  glibly  e.  o„gh  of  libe.ty. 
"  lien  you  said  you  would  conie  to  iMoscow 
your  o  d  father  caught  you  hy  the  knees  and 
begged  you  not  to  leave  him  t»  die  childles. 
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VERA; 

III.  and  alone.  I  seem  to  hear  his  cries  still  ringing 
in  my  ears,  but  you  were  as  deaf  to  him  as  the 
rocks  on  the  roadside.  You  left  your  father 
that  night,  and  three  weeks  after  he  died  of 
a  broken  heart.  You  wrote  to  me  to  foliow 
you  hère.  I  did  so;  first  because  I  loved 
you  ;  but  you  soon  cured  me  of  that  ;  what- 
ever  gentle  feeling,  whatever  pity,  whatever 
love,  whatever  huinanity,  was  in  my  heart 
you  withered  up  and  destroyed,  as  the  canker 
worm  eats  the  com.  You  bade  me  cast 
eut  love  from  my  breast  as  a  vile  thing, 
you  turned  my  hand  to  iron,  and  my  heart 
to  stone;  you  told  me  to  live  for  freedom 
and  revenge.  I  hâve  donc  so.  But  you,  what 
hâve  you  donc  ? 


be  drawnl     [conspibators 


VERA 

Let  the  lots 
applaud^ 

PRINCE  PAUI. 

{_AsicU:\  Ah,  the  Grand  Duke  will  come 
to  the  throne  sooner  tlian  he  expected.  He 
is  sure  to  make  a  good  king  under  my 
guidance.  He  is  so  cruel  to  animais,  and 
never  keeps  his  word 
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MICRAEL 

Nov/  you  are  yourself  at  last,  Vera. 

VERA 

{Standing  motionless  in  the  middle.']  The 
lots,  I  say,  the  lotsl  I  am  no  woman  now. 
My  blood  seems  turned  to  gall;  my  heart  is 
as  cold  as  steel  is  ;  my  hand  shall  be  more 
deadly.  From  the  désert  and  the  tomb  the 
voice  of  my  prisoned  brother  cries  aloud,  and 
bids  me  strike  one  blow  for  liberty.  The  lots 
I  say,  the  lots  I  ' 

PEESIDENT 

Are  ready.    Michael,  you  hâve  the  right  to 
draw  first  :  you  are  a  régicide. 

VERA 

O  God,  into  my  hands  I     Into  my  hands  I 

\Tkey  draw  the  lots  from  a  bowl  surmounted 
by  a  skuU.I 

PRESIDENT 

Open  your  lots. 

7EEA 

\Ppening  her  Ut.}  The  lot  is  minel  See, 
the  bloody  sign  upon  it  !  Dmitri,  my  brother, 
you  shall  hâve  your  revenge  now. 
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VERA; 

ACTIII.  PRESIDENT 

Vera  Sabouroff,  you  are  chosen  to  be  a 
régicide.  God  has  been  good  to  you.  The 
dagger  or  the  poison  ?  \_Offers  her  dagger  and 
vial.'] 

VERA 

I  can  trust  my  hand  better  with  the 
dagger;  it  never  fails.  \Takes  dagger.']  1 
sbiill  stab  him  to  the  heart,  as  he  has  stabbed 
me.  Traiter,  to  leave  us  for  a  ribbon,  a  gaud, 
a  bauble,  to  lie  to  me  every  day  he  came  hère, 
to  forget  us  in  an  hour.  Michael  was  right,  he 
loved  me  not,  nor  the  people  either.  Me- 
t)iinks  that  if  I  was  a  mother  and  bore  a  raan- 
child,  I  would  poison  my  breast  against  him, 
lest  he  might  grow  to  a  traiter  or  to  a  king. 
[prince  PAUL  whispers  to  the  président.] 

PRESIDENT 

Ay,  Prince  Paul,  that  is  the  best  way. 
Vera,  the  Czar  sleeps  to-night  in  bis  own 
roem  in  the  north  vving  of  the  palace.  Hère 
is  a  key  of  the  private  deor  in  the  street  The 
passwerds  of  the  guards  will  be  given  to  you. 
His  own  servants  will  be  drugged.  You  will 
fiiid  him  alone. 
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VEHA 

It  is  welL     I  shall  not  fail. 

PRESIDENT 

We  mil  wait  outside  in  the  Place  Saint 
Isaac,  under  the  window.  As  the  dock 
strikes  twelve  from  the  tower  of  St.  Nicholas 

dMd  ^"^  "*  ^^^  ''^"  *''**  **'^  ^°S  i» 

VERA 

And  what  shall  the  sign  be  ? 

PRESIDENT 

You  are  to  throw  us  out  the  bloody  dagger. 

MICHAEL 

Dripping  with  the  traitor's  life. 

PRESIDENT 

Else  we  shall  know  that  you  hâve  been 
seized,  and  we  will  burst  our  way  in.  drac 
you  from  his  guards. 

MICHAEL 

And  kill  him  in  the  midst  of  them. 

PRESIDENT 

Michael,  you  will  lead  us  î 
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VERA; 

ACTIIl.  MICHAEL 

Ay,  I  shall  lead  you.  See  that  your  har  ' 
fails  you  not,  Vera  Sabouroff. 

TERA 

Fool,  is  it  so  hard  a  thing  to  kUl  one's 
enemy  ? 

PEINCE  PAUL 

[Aside.]  This  is  the  ninth  conspiracy  I  hâve 
been  in  in  Russia.  They  always  end  in  a 
•  1  o/age  en  Sibi^'ie  '  for  my  friands  and  a  new 
de    ration  for  myself. 

MICHAEL 

It  is  your  last  conspiracy,  Prince. 

PRESIDENT 

At  twelve  o'clock,  the  bloody  dagger. 

VERA 

Ay,  red  with  the  blood  of  that  false  heart. 
1  shall  not  forget  it.  {Standing  in  middU 
of  stage.'l  To  strangle  whatever  nature  is  in 
me,  neither  to  love  nor  to  be  loved,  neither  to 
pity  nor  to  be  pitied.  Ay  !  it  is  an  oath,  an 
oath.  Methinks  the  spirit  of  Charlotte  Corday 
bas  entered  my  soûl  now.  I  sliall  carve  my 
name  on  the  world,  and  be  ranked  among  the 
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Corday  beats  in  eacl,  petty  vein,  and  nerves 
my  womans  hand  to  strike,  as  I  hâve  nerved 
my  woman's  heart  to  hâte.    Though  he  laueh 
m  his  dreams  I  shall  not  falter.     Though  he 
s^eep  peacefully  I  shall  not  miss   my  blow. 
«e  glad,  my  brother,  in  your  stifled  cell  •  be 
glad  and  laugh  .o.„ight.     To-night  tl.is  new- 
«edged  Czar  shall  post  with  bloody  feet  to 
hell,    and    greet    his    father    there  I       This 
Czar!    O  traitor.  liar,  false  to  his  oath,  false 
to  me  1     To  play  the  patriot  among  us,  and 
now  to  wear  a  crown  ;  to  sell  ,.s,  like  Judas, 
for  th.rtys.lver  pièces,  to  betr..y  us  with  a 
kissl     [IViiA  more  passion.]     O   Liberty,  O 
m.ghty  mother  of  eternal  time,  thy  robe  is 
purple  with  the  bJood  of  those  who  bave  died 
for  theel     Thy  throne  is  the  Calvary  of  the 
people,  thy  crown  the  crown  of  thorns.     O 
crucified  mother,  the   despot  bas   driven  a 
nail  through  thy  right  band,  and  the  tyrant 
through  thy  leftl    Thy  feet  are  pierced  with 
the.r  ,ron.      When   thou  wert  athirst  thou 
calledst  on  the  priests  for  water,  and  thev 
gave  thee  bitter  drink.     Thev  thrust  a  sword 
mto  thy  side.     Tl.ey  n.ocked  thee  in  thine 
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ACTIU.  agony  of  âge  on  âge.  Hère,  on  thy  altar,  O 
Liberty,  do  I  dedicate  myself  to  thy  service  ; 
do  with  me  as  thou  wilt  !  [BrandishiHg  ihe 
f^gi*^-^  The  end  has  come  now,  and  by 
thy  sacred  wounds,  O  crucified  mother,  O 
Liberty,  I  swear  that  Russia  shall  be  saved  1 
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ACT  IV 


SCENE 
tilt  bock,  wttk  irawn  airtaim  mtrit. 

Present.-nijiçx  petkovitch.    baron  raff 

MARQUIS  DE  POIVRAED.    COUNT  BOUYALOrF. 
PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

He  is  beginning  weU,  this  young  Czar. 

BARON  RAFF 

begïwdl""''"''*"-^    AUyoungCzmdo 

COHNT  ROUVALOFF 

And  end  badly. 

MARQUIS  DE  POIVRAHD 

h..^*"'  ^  ^"^  "°  "S"**  *°  complain.     He 
has  done  me  one  good  service,  at  any  rate. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

Cancelled  your  appointment  to  Archangel, 
1  suppose  î  *    ' 
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VERA; 

ACT IV.  MABQU18  DE  POIVBABD 

Yes;  my  head  wouldn't  hâve  been  safe 
there  for  an  hour. 

[Etlttr  GENEBAL  KOTEMKIN.] 
BARON  BAFF 

Ah!  General,  any  more  news  of  our 
romantic  young  Emperor  ? 

GENERAL  KOTEMKIN 

\  ou  are  quite  right  to  call  him  romantic, 
Baron;  a  week  ago  I  found  him  amusing 
himself  in  a  garret  with  a  company  of  strolling 
players;  to-day  his  whim  is  ail  the  convicts 
in  Siberia  are  to  be  recalled,  and  the  political 
prisoners,  as  he  calls  them,  amnestied. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

Political  prisoners  1  Why,  half  of  them  are 
no  better  than  common  murderers  I 

COimT  ROnVALOFF 

And  the  other  half  much  worse  ? 

BARON  BAFF 

Oh,  you  wrong  them,  surely,  Count. 
Wholesale  trade  bas  always  been  more 
respectable  than  retail. 

COUNT  ROUVALOFF 

But  he  is  really  too  romantic.    He  objected 
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MARQUIS  DE  POIVRARD 

Oh,  thafs  nothing;  but  he  actually  dis- 
approved  of  a  State  bunquet  every  nijfht 
because  there  is  a  f«mine  in  the  Southern 
provinces.  [.The young ^z^.^  *nters unobs.rv,d. 
and  merkears  thi  rest.] 

FRINCE  PETROVITCH 

Quelle  bêtise  I  The  more  starvation  there 
«  among  the  people  the  better.  It  teaches 
them  self-demal.  an  excellent  virtue.  Baron. 

BARON  RAFF 

I  bave  often  heard  so. 

GENERAL  KOTEMKIN 

He  talked  of  a  Parliament,  too.  in  Russia. 
and  said  the  people  should  hâve  deputies  to 
represent  them. 

BARON  RAFF 

As  if  there  was  not  enough  brawling  in  the 
streets  already,  but  we  must  give  the  people  a 
room  to  do  it  in      But,  Messieurs,  the  worst 
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VERA; 

ACTiv.  is  yet  to  corne.  He  threatens  a  complète 
reform  of  the  public  service  on  the  ground 
that  the  people  are  too  heavily  taxed. 

MARQUIS  DE  POIVRARD 

He  can't  be  serious  there.  What  is  the  use 
of  the  people  except  for  us  to  ^ct  money  out 
of  ?  But  talking  of  the  taxes,  my  dear  Baron, 
you  must  really  let  me  hâve  forty  thousand 
roubles  to-morrow  ;  my  wlfe  says  she  must 
hâve  a  new  diamond  bracelet 

COUNT  ROUVALOFF 

[Asidt  to  BARON  RAFF.]  Ah,  to  match  the 
one  Prince  Paul  gave  her  last  week,  I 
suppose. 

FRINCE  FETROVITCH 

I  must  hâve  sixty  thousand  roubles  at  once. 
Baron.  My  son  is  overwhelmed  with  debts 
of  honour  wbich  he  can't  pay. 

BARON  RAFF 

What  an  excellent  son  to  imitate  his  father 
so  carefuUy  ! 

GENERAL  KOTEMKIN 

You  are  always  getting  money.    I  never 
get  a  single  kopeck  1    <ave  not  got  a  right  to. 
348 


A 


or,   THE  NIHILISTS 
It  '»  unbearable  ;  it  's  ridiculous  I    M  y  nephew 

fof  h'im  "*  ^  """""*"'■  ^  """  *•*  "•  ''°*'y 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

My  dear  General,  your  nephew  must  be  • 
perfect  furk.  He  seems  to  tet  married  three 
times  a  week  regularly. 

OENEHAL  KOTEMKIN 

Well,  he  wants  a  dowry  to  console  him. 

COUNT  ROUVilLOKF 

I  am  sick  of  town.  1  want  a  house  in  the 
country. 

MARQUIS  DE  POIVRARD 

I  am  sick  of  the  country.  I  want  a  house 
in  town. 

BARON  RAPF 

Gentlemen,  I  am  extremely  sorry  for  you. 
It  is  ont  of  the  question. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

But  my  son.  Baron  f 

OENKRAL  KOTEMKIN 

But  my  nephew  î 

MARQUIS  DE  POIVRARD 

But  my  house  in  town  T 
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But  my  house  in  the  country  t 

MARQUIS  DE  POIVRABD 

But  my  wife'i  diamond  bmcHrt  î 

BARON  RAFF 

Gentlemen,  impossible  !    The  old  régime  in 
Russia  is  dead  ;  the  funeral  begins  to-day. 

COUNT  ROUVA'.OKI' 

Then  I  shail  wait  for  the  résurrection. 

PriNCK  ''ÎJTBr)VITCH 

'v';îj ,  but,  en  attendant,  what  are  we  to  do  î 

BAMuN  RAFF 

What  hâve  we  always  donc  in  Russia  vhen 
■  Czar  suggests  reform  ? — nothitig.  You  for- 
get  we  are  diplomatists.  Men  of  thought 
thould  hâve  nothing  to  do  with  actior 
Reforms  in  Russi<t  are  very  tragic,  but  tbey 
always  end  in  a  farce. 

COUNT  HOUVALOFF 

I  wish  Prince  Paul  were  hère.  By  the 
by,  I  think  this  boy  is  rather  ungrateful  to 
him.  If  that  élever  old  Prince  had  not  pro- 
claimed  him  Emperor  at  once  without  giving 
him  time  to  think  about  it,  he  would  hâve 
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given  up  his  crown.  I   belicv.,  to  the  flr»t  activ 
cobbler  he  met  in  the  street 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

But  do  you  think,  Baron,  that  Prince  Paul 
is  really  going  ? 

BARON  RAFF 

He  is  exiled. 

PRINCE  PF.TROVITCH 

Ye»  ;  but  is  he  going  f 

BARON  RAFF 

I  am  sure  of  it  ;  at  least  he  told  me  he  had 
sent  two  telegrams  already  to  Paris  about  liii 
dinner. 

COUNT  ROUVALOPF 

Ah  I  that  settles  the  matter. 

CZAR 

[Corning /orworii.-]  Prince  Paul  had  better 
seiid  a  third  telegram  and  order  UouHtim 
t/teni]  six  extra  places. 

BARON  RAFF 

ThedevUi 

CZAR 

No,   Baron,  the  Czar.     Traitorsl     There 
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ACT IV.  would  be  no  bad  kings  in  the  world  if  there 
were  no  bad  ministers  like  you.  It  is  men 
such  as  you  are  who  wreck  mighty  empires  on 
the  rock  of  their  own  greatness.  Our  mother, 
Russia,  hath  no  need  of  such  unnatural  sons. 
You  can  make  no  atonement  now  ;  it  is  toc 
late  for  that  The  grave  cannot  give  back 
your  dead,  nor  the  gibbet  your  martyrs,  but 
I  shall  be  more  merciful  to  you.  I  give  you 
your  lives  1  That  is  the  curse  I  would  lay  on 
you.  But  if  there  is  a  man  of  you  found  in 
Moscow  by  to-morrow  night  your  heads  will 
be  ofT  your  shoulders. 

BARON  RAFF 

You  remind  us  wonderftilly.  Sire,  of  your 
Impérial  father. 

CZAS 

I  banish  you  ail  firom  Russia.  Your  estâtes 
are  confiscated  to  the  people.  You  may 
carry  your  titles  with  you.  Reforms  in 
Russia,  Barcn,  always  end  in  a  farce.  You 
will  bave  a  good  opportunity.  Prince  Petro- 
vitch,  of  practising  self-denial,  that  excellent 
virtue  1  that  excellent  virtue  !  So,  Baron,  you 
think  a  Parliament  in  Russia  would  be  merely 
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8  place  for  brawling.     Well,  I  wiU  see  that  activ. 
tlie  reports  of  each  session  are  sent  to  you 
regiilarly. 

BARON  EAPF 

Sire,  you  are  adding  another  horror  to 
exile. 

CZAK 

But  you  will  bave  such  time  for  liteiature 
now.  You  forget  you  arc  diplomatists.  Men 
of  thought  should  bave  nothing  to  do  witb 
action. 

PRINCE  PETROVITCH 

Sire,  we  did  but  jest 

CZAR 

Tben  I  banish  you  for  your  bad  jokes. 
Bon  voyage.  Messieurs.  If  you  value  your 
lives  you  will  catch  the  first  train  for  Paris. 
[Exeunt  Mtnisters.'\  Russia  is  well  rid  of 
such  men  as  thèse.  They  are  the  jackals  that 
foUow  in  the  lion's  track.  They  bave  no 
courage  tbemselves  except  to  pillage  and  rob. 
But  for  thèse  men  and  for  Prince  Paul  my 
father  would  bave  been  u  good  king,  would 
not  bave  died  so  horribly  as  he  did  die.    How 
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ACT IV.  strange  it  is,  the  most  real  parts  of  one's  life 
always  seem  to  be  a  dream!  The  council, 
the  fearful  law  which  was  to  kill  the  people, 
the  arrest,  the  cry  in  the  court-yard,  the  pistol- 
shot,  my  father's  bloody  hands,  and  theii  the 
crownl  One  can  live  for  years  sometimes 
without  living  at  ail,  and  then  ail  life  cornes 
crowding  into  one  single  hour.  I  had  no  time 
to  think.  Before  my  father's  hideous  shriek 
of  death  had  died  in  my  ears  I  found  this 
crown  on  my  head,  the  purple  robe  around 
me,  and  heard  myself  called  a  king.  I  would 
hâve  given  it  up  ail  then  ;  it  seemed  nothing 
to  me  then  ;  but  now,  can  I  give  it  up  now  ? 
Well,   Colonel,   well?     [Enter  colonel   of 

THE  OUARD.] 
COLONEL 

What  password  does  your  Impérial  Majesty 
désire  should  be  given  to-night  ? 


n 


CZAR 

Password  î 

COLONEL 

For  the  cordon  of  guards.  Sire,  on  night 
duty  around  the  palace. 
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CZAR 

You  can  dismiss  them.  I  hâve  no  need  of 
them.  {Exil  colonel.]  [Goes  to  the  erown 
fying  on  the  iaé/e.]  What  subtle  potency 
lies  hidden  in  this  gaudy  bauble,  the  crown, 
that  makes  one  feel  like  a  god  when  one 
wears  it  ?  To  hold  in  one's  hand  this  little 
fiery-coloured  world,  to  reach  eut  one's  arm 
to  earth's  iittermost  limit,  to  girdle  the  seas 
with  one's  galley  ;  to  make  the  land  a  high- 
way  for  one's  hosts  ;  this  is  to  wear  a  crown  1 
to  wear  a  crown  I  The  meanest  serf  in  Russia 
who  is  loved  is  better  crowned  than  I.  How 
love  outweighs  the  balance  I  How  poor 
appears  the  widest  empire  of  this  golden 
world  when  matched  with  love!  Pent  up 
in  this  palace,  with  spies  dogjrjng  every  step, 
I  bave  heard  nothing  of  lier  ;  I  hâve  not  seen 
her  once  since  that  fearful  hour,  three  days 
ago,  when  I  found  myself  suddenly  the  Czar 
of  this  wide  waste,  Russia.  Oh,  could  I  see 
her  for  a  moment  ;  tell  her  now  the  secret  of 
my  life  I  hâve  never  dared  to  utter  before  ; 
tell  her  why  I  wear  this  ciown,  when  I  liave 
sworn  eternal  war  against  ail  crowned  men  I 
There  was  a  meeting  to-night     I  received 
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ACT IV.  my  summons  by  an  unknown  hand  ;  but  how 
could  I  go?  I,  who  hâve  broken  my  oathl 
who  hâve  broken  my  oath  !  [Enter  faoe.] 

PAGE 

It  is  after  eleven.  Sire.  Shall  I  take  the 
first  watch  in  your  room  to-night  t 

CZAR 

Why  should  you  watch  me,  boy  î  The 
stars  are  my  best  sentinels. 

PAQE 

It  was  your  Impérial  father's  wish,  Sire, 
never  to  be  left  alone  while  he  slept 

CZAR 

My  father  was  troubled  with  bad  dreams. 
Go,  get  to  your  bed,  boy  ;  it  is  nigh  on  mid- 
night,  and  thèse  late  hours  will  spoil  those 
red  cheeks.  [page  tries  to  kiss  Ais  hand.'] 
Nay,  nay  ;  we  hâve  played  together  too  often 
for  that.  Oh,  to  breatbe  the  same  air  as  her, 
and  not  to  see  her  I  the  light  seems  to  hâve 
gone  from  my  life,  the  sun  vanished  from  my 
day. 

PAGE 

Sire — Alexis — let  me  stay  with   you   to- 
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nighti    There  is  some  danger  over  you;   1  activ. 
feel  there  is. 


CZAR 

What  should  I  fear  ?  I  hâve  banished  ail 
my  anémies  from  Russia.  Set  the  brazier 
hère,  by  me  ;  it  is  very  cold,  and  I  would  sit 
by  it  for  a  time.  Go,  boy,  go  ;  I  hâve  much 
to  think  about  to-night.  {Goes  to  back  of 
stage,  draws  aside  the  curlain.  View  of  Moscow 
by  moonlight.']  The  snow  bas  fallen  heavily 
since  sunset  How  white  and  cold  my  city 
looks  under  this  pale  moon  I  And  yet,  what 
hot  and  fiery  hearts  beat  in  this  icy  Russia, 
for  ail  its  frost  and  snow.  Oh,  to  see  her  for 
a  moment  ;  to  tell  her  ail  ;  to  tell  her  why 
I  am  a  king  1  But  she  does  not  doubt  me  ; 
she  said  she  would  trust  in  me.  Though  I 
bave  broken  my  oath,  she  will  bave  trust. 
It  is  very  cold.  Where  is  my  cloak  ?  I  shall 
sleep  for  an  hour.  Then  I  bave  ordered  my 
sledge,  and,  though  I  die  for  it,  I  shall  see 
Vera  to-night  Did  I  not  bid  thee  go,  boy  ? 
What  1  must  I  play  the  tyrant  so  soon  ? 
Go,  gol  1  cannot  live  witliout  seeing  her. 
My  horses  will  be  hère  in  an  hour  ;  one  hour 

251 


!•    i 


i  I; 


r 


m 


VERA; 

ACT IV.  between  me  and  love  1  How  heavy  this 
charcoal  fire  smells.  [Exii  the  paoe.  Lies 
dowH  on  a  couch  beside  Irazier.'] 

[EHter  VEBA,  in  a  black  eloak.'] 

TERA 

Asleep  1     God,  thou  art  good  t    Who  shall 
deliver  him  from   my  hands  now?     This  is 
he  !    The  demoerat  who  would  make  himself 
a  king,  the  repiiWican  who  hath  worn  a  crown, 
the  traitor  who  hath  lied  to  us.     Micliael  was 
right.     He  loved  not  the  people.     He  loved 
me  not.     {Bends  over  him.']     Oh,  why  should 
such  deadly  poison   lie  in  such  sweet  lips  ? 
Was  there  not  gold  enough  in  his  hair  before, 
but  he   should  tarnish  it  with  this  crown  ? 
But  my  day  bas  corne  now  ;  the  day  of  the 
people,  of  liberty,  bas  corne  !    Your  day,  my 
brother,  bas  come  !    Though  I  bave  strangled 
whatever  nature  is  in  me,  I  did  not  think  it 
bad  been  so  easy  to  kill.    One  blow  and  it  is 
over,  and   I  can  wash   my  hands   in  water 
afterwards,  I  can  wash  my  hands  afterwards. 
Come,  I  shall  save  Russia.     I  bave  sworn  it. 
\_Raises  the  dagger  to  strikei\ 
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CZAB 

\_Starting  up,  seizes  her  iy  both  Aands.'\ 
Ven,  you  herel  My  dream  was  no  dream 
at  ail.  Why  hâve  you  left  me  three  days 
alone,  when  I  most  needed  you?  O  God, 
you  think  I  am  a  traiter,  a  liar,  a  king  ?  I 
am,  for  love  of  you.  Vera,  it  was  for  you 
I  broke  my  oath  and  wear  my  father's  erown. 
I  would  lay  at  your  feet  this  miglity  llussia, 
which  you  and  I  hâve  loved  so  well  ;  would 
give  you  this  earth  as  your  footstool  ;  set  this 
crown  on  your  head.  The  people  will  love 
us.  We  will  rule  tliem  by  love,  as  a  father 
rules  his  children.  There  shall  be  hberty  in 
Russia  for  every  man  to  think  as  his  lieart  bids 
hhn;  liberty  for  men  to  speak  as  tliey  think. 
I  hâve  banished  the  wolves  that  preyed  on 
us  ;  I  hâve  brought  back  your  brother  from 
Siberia;  I  hâve  opened  the  blackened  jaws  of 
the  mine.  The  courier  is  aiready  on  his  way  ; 
within  a  week  Dmitri  and  ail  those  with  liim 
will  be  back  in  their  own  land.  The  people 
shall  be  free  — are  free  now  When  they 
gave  me  this  crown  first,  I  would  hâve 
flung  it  back  to  them,  had  it  not  been  for 
you,  Veim.    O  Godl     It  is  men's  custom 
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ACTiv.  in  Russis  to  bring  gifts  to  those  they  love. 
I  said,  I  will  bring  to  the  woman  I  love  a 
people,  an  empire,  a  world  I  Vera,  it  is  for 
you,  for  you  alone,  I  kept  this  crown  ;  for 
you  alone  I  ain  a  king.  Oh,  I  liave  loved 
you  better  than  my  oathl  Why  will  you 
not  speak  to  me  ?  You  love  me  not  I  You 
love  me  not  I  You  hâve  corne  to  warn  me 
of  some  plot  against  my  life.  What  is  life 
worth  to  me  Mrithout  you  î  [conspiratchs 
tnurmur  ouisitù.] 


K  ] 
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VEHA 

Oh,  lostl  lost!  lostl 


Nay,  you  are  safe  hère.  It  wants  five  hours 
still  of  dawn.  To-morrow,  I  will  lead  you 
forth  to  the  whole  people 

VESA 

To-morrow 1 

CZAR 

Will  crown  you   with  my  own  hands   as 
Empress  iii   that  great  cathedral  which  my 
fathers  built 
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VEBA 


[LoostHS  Atr  hands  vioUntly  from  htm,  and 
slarts  up.]  I  am  a  Nihilistl  I  cannot  we«r 
scrownt 

CZAR 

[Faits  at  Aer/ni.]  I  am  no  king  now.  I 
am  only  a  boy  who  has  loved  yoii  better  than 
his  honour,  better  than  his  oath.  For  love  of 
the  people  I  would  bave  been  a  patriot.  For 
love  of  you  I  bave  been  a  traitor.  Let  ut 
go  forth  together,  we  will  live  amongst  the 
common  people.  I  am  no  king.  I  will  toil 
for  you  like  the  peasant  or  the  serf.  Oh 
love  me  a  litUe  too  !  [coNspiaATORs  murmur 
ou/side.] 

VERA 

[ClulchiHg  dagger.-]    To  strangle  whatever 
nature  is  m  me.  neither  to  love  nor  to  be 

loved.   neither  to  pity  nor Oh.   I  am   a 

womani  God  help  me,  I  am  a  woman  I  O 
Alexis  !  I  too  hâve  broken  my  oatli  ;  I  am 
a  traitor.  I  love.  Oh.  do  net  speak,  do  not 
speak— [i^m«  /tis  /z>f]_the  first.  the  last 
tiine.  [He  ciasps  her  in  Au  arms  ,■  thty  sit  on 
the  coucA  togelkerj] 
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I  could  die  now. 

TERA 

What  doet  dcath  do  in  thy  lips  f  Fhy  life, 
thy  love  are  enemies  of  death.  Speak  not 
of  deatii.    Not  yet,  not  yet 

CZAB 

I  know  not  why  death  came  into  my  heart. 
Percliance  tiie  cup  of  life  is  filled  too  full  of 
pleasure  to  endure.  This  is  our  wedding 
niglit. 

VEBA 

Our  wedding  night  ! 

CZAR 

And  if  death  came  himself,  methinks  that 
I  could  kiss  his  pollid  mouth,  and  suck  sweet 
poison  firom  it 

VEHA 

Our  wedding  night  I  Nay,  nay.  Death 
should  not  sit  at  the  feast  There  is  no  such 
thing  as  death. 


CZAU 

There  shall  not  be  for  us. 
murmur  outside."] 
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"""*  ACT IV. 

^Vh8t  is  tliatf  Did  you  not  hesr  sorae- 
thingf 

CZAR 

Only  your  voice,  that  fowler's  note  which 
lures  my  heart  away  like  a  poor  bird  upon 
the  limed  twig. 

VERA 

Methought  that  some  one  lauglied. 

CZAR 

It  was  but  the  wind  and  rain  ;  the  night  is 
full  of  storm.  [conspirators  mufmur  oui- 
side.] 

VERA 

It  should  be  so,  indeed.  Oh,  where  are 
your  guards  ?  where  are  your  guards  ? 


Where  should  they  be  but  at  homeî  I 
shall  not  live  pent  round  by  s\,(ird  and  steeL 
The  love  of  a  people  is  a  lùiig's  best  body- 
guard. 


VERA 

The  love  of  a  people  I 
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Sweet,  you  are  s»fe  hère.  Nothing  can 
harm  you  hère.  O  love,  I  knew  you  trusted 
me  1    You  said  you  would  hâve  truit 

VEBA 

I  hâve  had  trust  O  love,  the  past  seems 
but  some  duU,  f  y  dream  from  which  our 
soûls  hâve  wakeni  i.    This  is  liie  at  last 

C7AR 

Ay,  life  at  last 


Our  wedding  night  !  Oh,  let  me  drink  my 
fiU  of  love  to-night  1  Nay,  sweet,  net  yet, 
not  yet  How  still  it  is,  and  yet  methinks 
the  air  is  full  of  music.  It  is  some  night- 
ingale  who,  wearying  of  the  south,  has  come 
to  sing  in  this  bleak  north  to  levers  such  as 
we.  It  is  the  nightingale.  Dost  thou  not 
hear  it  ? 

CZAR 

O    sweet,   mine    ears   are  clogged    to  ail 

tweet  sounds  save  thine  own  voice,  and  mine 

eyes  blinded  to  ail  sights  but  thee,  else  had 

I  heard  that  nightingale,  and  seen  the  golden - 
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veitiired  moming  sun   itsrlf  steal   from  itsAcriv 
sombre  eut  before  iu  time.  for  jealousy  tliat 
thuu  art  twice  as  fair. 

VERA 

Yet  would  that  thou  hadst  heard  the  il^hl- 
ingale.  Methink»  that  bird  wiU  never  s.nif 
again.  ' 

CZAB 

It  is  no  nightingale.  Tis  love  liiinsolf 
«nging  for  very  ecstasy  of  joy  that  thou  art 
changed  into  his  votaress.  {Çlock  begxns 
stnktng  twelve.-]  Oh,  listen,  sweet,  it  is  the 
lover,  hour.  Corne,  let  us  stand  without, 
and  hear  the  midnight  answered  from  towcr 
to  tower  over  the  wide  white  town.  Our 
weddmg  nightl  What  is  that?  What  is 
that  ?  {Loud  murniurs  of  conspibatobs  in 
tki  s/ru/.] 

VBILA 

\_Br$aks  from  htm  and  rushes  acrou /ht  s/age  ] 
The  wedding  guests  are  liere  abeady  I  Ay  I 
you  shall  hâve  your  sign  !  ^Stabs  hersJfA 
You  shall  hâve  your  sign  I  [Rushts  /o  /ht 
lutnaoui."] 
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ACTIV.  CZAR 

[/niercefi/s  her  by  ruskittg  ietween  htr  and 
windcnv,  and  snalches  danger  oui  of  hr  iand.] 
Veral 

VERA 

[CH'tgiHg  to  hittt.']  Give  me  back  the 
dagger  I  Give  me  back  the  dagger  I  There 
are  men  in  the  street  who  seek  your  life! 
Your  guards  hâve  betrayed  you  1  This  bloody 
dagger  is  the  sigival  that  you  are  dead. 
[coNSPlRAi'OKS  begia  to  shout  below  in  the 
street.]  Oh,  there  is  not  a  moment  to  be 
lost  !  Throw  it  out  1  Throw  it  eut  1  No- 
thing  eau  save  me  now;  this  dagger  is 
poisoned  !  I  feel  death  already  in  my  he<î-t. 
There  was  no  other  way  but  this. 

CZAR 

{f/o/dittg  dagger  out  of  her  reach.]  Death 
is  in  my  heart  too  ;  we  shall  die  together  1 

VERA 

Oh,  love  1  love  I  love  I  be  merciful  to  me  1 

Thewolves  are  hot  upon  you  1 — you  nmst  live 

for  liberty,  for  Russia,  for  me  I     Oh,  you  do 

not  love  mel      You  offered  me  an  empire 
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OR,   THE   NIHILISTS 

oncel     Give  me  this  dagger,  nowl    Oh,  you  activ. 
are  cruel  I    My  life  for  yours  1    What  does  it 
matter  ?     ^Louti  sAout  in  the  street,   '  Vera  / 
Vera  I     To  the  rescue  I     To  the  rescut  I  "] 

CZAH 

The  bittemess  of  death  is  past  for  me. 

VERA 

Oh,  they  are  breaking  in  belowl  Seel 
The  bloody  man  behind  yoii  1  [czar  tums 
round  for  an  inslan/.}  Ah!  [veka  snatches 
dagger  andflings  it  ont  of  winàow.'\ 

CONSPIRATORS 

[Below."]    Long  live  the  people  1 
czar 

What  hâve  you  donc  ? 

VERA 

I  hâve  saved  Russia  1    [/?>».] 


fil 

in 


Toi/eau 
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THE  PERSOXS  OF  THE  PLAY 

HEROD  ANTIPAS,  Tetrarch  of  Judea. 

JOKANAAN,  Ihe  Prophel. 

THE  YOUNG  SYRIAN,  Caplain  of  th,  Guard. 

TIGELLINU8,  a  Young  Homan. 

A  CAPPADOCIAN. 

A  NUBiAN. 

FIRST  SOLDIER. 

SECOND  SOLDIER. 

THE  PAGE  OF  HEHODIAS. 

JEWS,  NAZARENES,  ETC. 

A  SLAVE. 

NAAMAN,  thc  Executioner. 

HERODIAS,  Wifc  of  the  Tetrarch. 
SALOME,  Daughter  of  Herodias. 
THE  SLAVES  OF  SALOME. 


I  I 


Jf 


SCENE 

i  he  moon  «  Mning  very  bnghtlj!]  '  ^"^  ^"^"■ 

THE  YOUNO  SYHIAN 

How  beautiful  is  the  Princess  Salomé  to-nightl 

THE  PAGE  OF  HEHODIAS 

She  ,s  hke  a  woman  rising  fron,  a  tom)b^  Th"  ^Hke 
?or  dâd"'?S.      "  "'«"  '""'^  """^  ^«^  '-'^'"^ 

THE   YOITNO   SYRIAN 

She  has  a  strange  look.     She  is  like  a  little  princess 
^ho  wears  a  yel  ow  veil.  and  whose  feet  are  of   ."ver 

fee    "S:  ll:^^T  "'h  •''"'  "V'^  white7oves  V:; 
leei.     une  might  fancy  she  was  dancing. 

THE  PAOE  OF  HEHODIAS 

sloSy.'"  '""^  "  "■°""'"  "^^^  ''  ^^''^-     She  moves  very 
INoue  in  the  banqueting-hall] 


I  I 


è- 


>  lli'l 

!  i; 


SALOMÉ 


Who  are  those  wild  beasts  howl- 


FIBST  HULDIEH 

VVhat  on  uproarl 

SECOND  SOIDIF.R 

The  Jews.  Thejr  are  always  like  that.  They  are 
disputing  about  their  religion. 

FIBST  SOIJJIEB 

Why  do  they  dispute  about  their  reUgionî 

SECOND  SOIJ)IER 

I  caiinot  tell.  They  are  always  doiiig  it.  The 
Pharisees,  for  instance,  say  that  there  are  angels,  and 
the  Sadducees  déclare  that  angels  do  not  exist. 

rlHST  SOIJ)IER 

I  think  it  is  ridiculous  to  dispute  about  such  things. 

THE   YOUNO   SYHIAN 

IIow  beautiful  is  the  Princess  Salomé  to-nightl 

THE  PAGE  OF  ItKKODIAS 

You  are  always  looking  at  her.  You  look  at  her 
too  niuch.  It  is"  dangerous  to  look  at  people  in  such 
fasliion.     Something  terrible  may  happen. 

THE   YOUNO   SYIIIAN 

Slie  is  very  beautiful  to-night. 

FlBST  SOLDIEB 

The  Tetrarch  bas  a  sonbrc  aspect. 
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SALOMÊ 

SECOND  gOLOIEB 

Yes  ;  he  has  tt  sombre  aspect. 

FIHST  SOLDIEB 

He  is  lookinjf  at  something. 

SECOND  SOI.DIEH 

He  is  lookin«  at  some  one. 

FIHST  SOLDIEH 

At  whom  is  he  lookinfj? 

SECOND  SOLOIER 

I  cannot  tell. 

THE   VOUNO   SVBIAN 

How  pale  the  Princtss  is!  Nevcr  hâve  I  scen  her 
so  pale.  She  is  like  the  shadow  of  a  white  rose  in  a 
nurror  or  silver. 

THE  PAGE  OF  HEBODIAS 

You  must  not  look  at  her.  You  look  too  niuch  at 
oer. 

FIBST  SOLDIEH 

Herodias  has  fiUed  the  cup  of  the  Tetrarch. 

THE  OAPPADOriAN 

Is  that  the  Queen  Herodias,  she  «ho  wears  a  black 
mitre  sewed  with  peurls,  and  whose  hair  is  powdered 
with  blue  dust? 
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SALOMÊ 


FIBST  SOLDIER 

Yes;  that  is  Herodias,  the  Tetrarch's  wife. 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

The  Tetrarch  is  very  fond  of  wine.  He  has  wine 
of  tliree  sorts.  One  which  is  brought  from  the  Island 
of  Samothrace,  and  is  purple  like  the  cloak  of  Cssar. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

1  hâve  never  seen  Cœsar. 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

Another  that  comes  frOTa  a  town  called  Cyprus, 
and  is  as  yellow  as  gold. 

THE  CAPIADOCIAN 

I  love  gold. 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

And  the  third  is  a  wine  of  Sicily.  That  wine  is 
as  red  as  blood. 

THE  NUBIAN 

The  gods  of  my  country  are  very  fond.  Twice 
in  the  year  we  sacrifice  to  them  young  men  and  maid- 
ens;  flfty  young  men  and  a  hundred  maidens.  But 
I  am  afraid  that  we  never  give  them  quite  enough, 
for  they  are  very  harsh  to  us. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

In  my  country  there  are  no  gods  left.     The  Ro- 
mans hâve  driven  them  out.     There  are  some  who 
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SALOMÉ 

say  that  they  hâve  hidden  themselves  in  the  moun- 
tains,  but  I  do  not  believe  it.  Three  niglits  I  hâve 
been  on  the  mountains  seeking  them  everywhere.  I 
did  not  find  them.  And  at  last  I  called  them  bv  tlieir 
names,  and  they  did  not  corne.     I  tliink  they  aie  dead. 

FIHST  SOLDIEE 

The  Jews  worship  a  God  that  one  cannot  see. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

I  cannot  understand  that. 

FIHST  SOLDIEB 

not  "s  ^'^'^^'  ^^^^  °"'^  helieve  in  things  that  one  can- 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

That  seems  to  me  altogether  ridiculous. 

THE  VOICE  OF  JOKANAAN 

After  me  shall  come  another  mightier  than  I  I 
am  not  worthy  so  much  as  to  unloose  the  latchet  of 
his  shoes.  When  he  eometh,  the  solitary  places  shall 
n  ^,,\.  ^^^y  ^''^'l  blossom  like  the  rose.  The  eves 
of  the  bhnd  shall  see  the  day,  and  the  ears  of  the  deaf 
shall  be  opened.  The  suekling  child  shall  put  his 
hand  upon  the  dragon's  lair,  he  shall  lead  the  lions  by 
their  mânes.  ■' 

SECOND  SOLDIEE 

Jlake  him  be  silent. 
lous  things. 


He  is  always  saying  ridicu- 


'}'    Wr. 


SALOMÊ 

FIHST  SOLDIES 

Xo,  no.  He  is  a  holy  man.  He  is  very  gentle, 
too.  Everj'  day,  when  I  give  him  to  eat  he  thanks 
me. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

Who  is  he? 

FIHST  SOLDIEE 

A  prophet. 

THE  CAPP.'  "OCIAN 

What  is  his  name? 

FIEST  SOLDIEB 

Jokanaan. 

THE  CAPPiU)OCIAN 

Whence  cornes  he? 

FIEST  SOLDIEE 

From  the  désert  where  he  fed  on  locusts  and  wild 
honey.  He  was  olothed  in  camel's  hair,  and  round 
his  loins  he  had  a  leathern  belt.  He  was  very  terrible 
to  look  upon.  A  great  multitude  used  to  follow  him. 
He  even  had  disciples. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

What  is  he  talking  of  ? 

FIEST  SOLDIEE 

We  can  never  tell.     Sometimes  he  says  things  that 
affright  one,  but  it  is  impossible  to  understand  what 
he  says. 
10 
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SALOMÊ 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

3Iay  onf  see  him? 

riHST  SOLDIER 

No.     The  Tetrarch  has  forbidden  it. 

THE  YOUNG   SYHIAN 

The  Princess  has  hidden  her  face  behind  her  fan! 
Her  httle  white  haiids  are  fluttering  like  doves  that 
Hy  to  their  dovc-cots.  They  are  like  white  butter- 
Hies.     They  are  just  Kke  white  butterflies. 

THE  PAGE  OF  HERODIAS 

What  is  that  to  you?     Why  do  you  look  at  her? 
Vou  must  net  look  at  her 
rible  may  happen. 

THE  CAPP.UÎOCIAN  [Pointing  to  the  ciHcrii'\ 
VVhat  a  strange  prison  1 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

It  is  an  old  cistern. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

An  old  cistern! 
in  whieh  to  dwell! 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

Oh  no!  For  instance,  the  Tetrarch's  brother,  his 
elder  brother,  the  first  husband  of  Ilerodias  the 
Wueen,  was  imprisoned  there  for  twelve  years.  It 
did  not  kill  him.  At  the  end  of  the  twelve  years  he 
had  to  be  strangled. 
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That  must  be  a  poisonous  place 


SALOMÉ 

THE  CAPPADOCÏAX 

Strangled?     Who  dared  to  do  thatî 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

[Pointing  to  the  Executioner,  a  huge  Negroi] 
That  man  yonder,  Naaman. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

He  was  not  afraid? 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

Oh  no!    The  Ttoarch  sent  him  the  ring. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

What  ring? 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

Tlie  death-ring.     Se  he  was  not  afraid. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

Yet  it  is  a  terrible  thing  to  strangle  a  king. 

FIRST  SOLDIER 

Why?     Kings  hâve  but  one  neck,  iike  other  folk. 

THE  CAPPADOCIAN 

I  think  it  terrible. 

THE   YOUNG  SYHIAN 

The  Prmcess  is  getting  upl     She  is  leaving  the 
table!     She  looks  very  troubled.     Ah,  she  is  coming 
this  way.     Yes,  she  is  coming  towards  us.    How  pale 
she  is!    Never  hâve  I  seen  her  so  pale. 
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SALOMÉ 

THE  PAGE  OF  HERODIAS 

1  pray  you  iiot  to  look  at  hcr. 

THE   YOUXO   SVHIAX 

.    She  is  like  a  (love  that  lias  strayed. 
'?,  '''f'^  ,î^  narcissus  tremblii.y  i„  the  wind. 
She  is  hke  a  silvcr  flower. 
[Enter  salomé.] 

SALCVÉ 

I  wi!l  not  stay.  I  cannot  stay.  Whv  does  the 
Te  rare,  look  at  me  ail  the  while  with  his  mole's  eves 
under  h.s  shak.n^  eyelids  ?  It  is  strange  thTthe  hus- 
band  of  „,y  mother  looks  at  me  like  that.  I  know 
not  what  it  means.     Oi  a  truth  I  know  it  too  well 

THE  YOUXG   SYHIAN 

You  bave  left  the  feast,  Prlncess? 

SALOMÉ 

M  .th,n  there  are  Jews  from  Jérusalem  who  are  tear- 
.n^  eaeh  other  in  pièces  over  their  foolish  cérémonies 
and  barbanans  who  drink  and  drink.  and  spil  thei; 
wme  on  the  pavement,  and  Greeks  from  Smvrna 
with  painted  eyes  and  painted  cheeks,  and  frizzedhair 
curled  in  columns  and  Egyptians  silent  and  subtle, 
w,  h  long  nails  of  jade  and  russet  cloaks.  and  Ro^ 
mans  brutal  and  coarse,  with  their  uncouth  jargon. 
Ah!  how  I  loathe  the  Romans!    They  are  rough  and 
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SALOMÊ 

common,  and  they  give  themselves  the  airs  of  noble 
lords. 

TUE  yOUNO   SYBIAN 

Will  you  be  seated,  Princess? 

THE  PAGE  OF  IIERODIAS 

Wliy  do  you  speak  to  ber?  Obi  sometbinff  terri- 
ble will  happen.    Why  do  you  look  at  ber? 

S^VLOMÉ 

How  good  to  see  the  mooni  She  is  like  a  little 
pièce  of  money,  a  little  s'iver  flower.  Sbe  is  cold  and 
cbaste.  I  am  sure  sbe  is  a  v!'  urin.  Yes,  she  is  a  vir- 
gin.  Sbe  bas  never  defiled  berself.  Sbe  bas  never 
abandoned  berself  to  men,  like  the  other  goddesses. 

THE  VOICE  OF  JOKANAAN 

Bebold!  the  Lnrd  hath  corne.  The  son  of  man  is 
at  hand.  ïbe  eentaurs  bave  bidden  themselves  in 
tbe  rivcrs,  and  the  nymphs  bave  left  the  rivers,  and 
are  lying  bencatb  the  leaves  of  the  forest. 

SALOMK 

Wbo  was  that  wbo  cried  out? 

SECOND  SOIJIIER 

The  prophet,  Princess. 


SALOSIE 

Ab,  the  prophet  I 
afraid? 
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He  of  whom  the  Tetrarch  is 
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SALOMÉ 

SECOND  SULUIËH 

VVe  know  iiothing  of  tlmt,  Princess.     It  was  the 
prophet  Jokanaan  wlio  cried  out. 

THE   YOUNO   SYKIAX 

Is  it  jour  pif  usure  tlmt  I  bi<l  them  bring  your  litter. 
Princess?    The  night  is  fuir  iii  the  garden. 

SAI.OMK 

not '^  says  terrible  things  about  my  niother,  does  bu 

SECOND  S0I.D1EB 

We  never  undorstand  what  he  says,  Princess. 

SAI.OMÉ 

Yes:  he  sa^  s  terrible  tbings  about  lier. 
[Enter  a  Slave.] 

THE  SLAVE 

^JVincess,  the  Tetrarch  prays  you  to  return  to  the 

THE   YOUXO  SYKIAN 

Pardon  me,  Prijicess,  but  if  you  return  not  some 
mistortune  may  happen. 

SALOMÉ 

Is  he  an  old  man,  this  prophet? 

THE   YOUNG   SYRIAN 

Princess,  it  were  better  to  return.     Siiffer  me  to 
lead  you  m. 
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FALOMÉ 


This  prophet 


is  he  an  old  man! 


FIHST  SOLDIEH 

No,  Princcss,  lie  is  quite  young. 

SEt'OND  soi.niER 

One  cumiot  be  sure.     Theie  are  those  who  say  lie 

is  Elias. 

SAI.OMK 

Wlio  is  Elias? 

SECOND  SOIJ)IKK  . 

A  prophet  of  tliis  count-^  in  byfçone  days,  Pnnccss. 

THE  H1.AVT  . 

What  answer  niay  I  Rive  the  Tetrarch  from  the 
Princes  i? 

THE  voi  :e  of  jokanaan  ,.  1 

Reioice  not,  O  lanil  of  Pal.stine,  because  the  rod 
of  liim  who  smote  thec  is  brokt.i.  For  from  the  seed 
of  the  serpent  shall  corne  a  'msilisk,  and  that  which 
is  bsrn  of  it  shall  devour  the  birds. 

What  a  strange  voicel    I  would  speak  with  him. 

FIHST  soi.niEE  ,„,     ™  .        .   j 

I  fear  it  may  iiot  be,  Princess.     The  Tetrarch  does 
not  siiflFev  anv  one  to  speak  with  him.     He  has  even 
forbidden  the  high  priest  to  speak  with  him. 
16 


SALC  ..lÉ 

8AL0MÉ 

1  (Ifsire  to  speak  with  liim. 

FIRST  snl.DIEU 

It  is  ini;  jssible,  Princess. 

SALO.M  û 

I  wi'!  spcak  with  him. 

th:,  youno  syrian 

Woukl  it  not  bc  better  to  return  to  tlit  banquet? 

SjU.OJtK 

Brinjf  forth  tliis  propbft.     [I<:.vit  Ihc  shivc] 

FIRST  SOI.DIER 

VVe  dare  not,  Princess. 

SAI.OMÉ  [Approacliing  thc  cistern  and  looling  down 
into  it] 
IIow  black  it  is,  down  tliere!  It  must  l)e  terrible 
to  be  in  so  black  u  liole!  It  is  likc  a  tomb.  .  .  . 
\To  ihc  soldiers.]  DM  you  not  lita'-  nie?  13rin^  out 
the  prophet.     I  would  look  on  hini. 

SErOND  SOLDIER 

Princess,  I  beg  you  do  not  require  this  of  us. 

SAI.OMÉ 

You  are  makinp  nie  wait  upon  your  picasure. 

FIRST  SOI-DIER 

Princess,  our  lives  bcL.'g  to  you,  but  \ve  cannot  do 
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SALOMÉ 

what  you  hâve  asked  of  us.    Aiid  irulttd,  it  is  not  of 
us  tliut  you  should  usk  tliis  tliiiig. 

»Ai.()MÉ  [Looking  al  the  young  Syrian] 
Ah! 

THE  PAGE  OF  IIEHODIAS 

Oh!  what  is  «oiiiR  to  happe»?  I  nm  sure  tliat 
somethiiig  terrible  wilj  happcii. 

SAUiMÉ  [Guing  up  to  the  young  Si/rian] 

ïhou  wilt  do  this  tliiiiff  for  iiic,  wilt  thou  not,  Nar- 
rabotli?  Tliou  wilt  do  this  tliiiig  for  inc.  1  hâve 
ever  bceii  kind  towards  tiic-  Tlir)u  wilt  do  it  for  me. 
I  would  but  look  at  him,  this  stran^e  prophct.  Mtn 
hâve  talked  so  niuch  of  him.  Often  I  hâve  lieard  the 
Tetrarch  talk  of  him.  I  think  he  is  afraid  of  him, 
the  Tetrarch.  Art  thou,  even  thou,  also  afraid  of 
him,  Narraboth  ? 

THE   YOUNO   SYRIAN 

I  fear  him  not,  Princess;  there  is  no  mun  I  fear 
But  the  Tetrarch  has  formally  forbidden  that  any 
man  should  raise  the  cover  of  this  well. 

SALOMÉ 

Thou  wilt  do  this  thinp  for  me,  Narraboth,  and 
ti.-morrow  when  I  pass  in  my  litter  bencath  tlie  iratc- 
way  of  the  idol-sellers  I  wiU  let  fall  for  thee  a  little 
flower,  a  little  green  flower. 

18 


liii' 


ii  m 


SALOMÉ 

THE   YOUXO  8VRIAN 

Priiicess,  I  cuimot,  I  lannot. 
■AWMÉ  [Smiliiiff] 

ïhou  wilt  do  tiMS  thitiff  for  me   XarraWl,      -n 

.^  I      i  41    '""%"'  "«^^i-.  ^arrai)ot  1,   t  mnv  be  I  uill 

tnoe.     I  hou  knowest  it.  ri-         .1   !.. 

wilt  do  this  tlii„«.  •    •     ^  ^   ""'  «'«'  tl'O" 

I-et  the  prophct  corne  fortli.     .     .     .     The  Prin 
ccss  Salomé  desires  to  see  him.  '" 

SALOMÉ 

THE  PAGE  OF  IIEHODIAS 

THE   VOUNG  SïniAN 
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JOEANAAK 

Where  is  he  whose  cijp  of  abominations  is  now  fuU? 
Where  is  lie,  who  in  a  robe  of  silver  shall  one  day  die 
in  the  face  of  ail  the  people?  Bid  liim  corne  forth, 
that  he  may  hear  the  voice  of  him  who  hath  cried  in 
the  waste  places  and  in  the  houses  of  kings. 

SALOMÉ 

Of  whom  is  he  speaking? 

THE  YOUNQ   SYRIAN 

No  one  can  tell,  Princess. 

JOKANAAN 

Where  is  she  who  saw  the  images  of  men  painted 
on  the  walls,  even  the  images  of  the  Chaldeans  painted 
with  colours,  and  gave  herself  up  unto  the  lust  of  her 
ej-es,  and  sent  ambassadors  into  the  land  of  Chaldea? 

SALOMÉ 

It  is  of  my  mother  that  he  is  speaking? 

THE  YOUNG   SYHIAN 

Oh,  no,  Princess. 

SALOMÉ 

Yes;  it  is  of  my  mother  that  he  is  speakmg. 

JOKANAAN 

Where  is  she  who  gave  herself  unto  the  Captams 
of  Assyria,  who  hâve  baldricks  on  their  loins,  and 
crowns  of  many  colours  on  their  heads?     Where  is 
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slie  who  hath  given  heiself  to  tlie  younif  men  of  the 
tgyptians  who  are  clothed  in  a.e  linen  fnd     -acintl, 
whose  shidds  are  of  gold.  whose  helmets  are  of  sTl "er 
fe  bed  nf  l'  ''^i'"W''tJ';    Go,  bid  her  rise  up    Vom 
the  bed  of  her  abominations,  from  the  bed  of  her  in - 
cestuousness,  tliat  slie  may  hear  the  words  of  bim  J)? 
prepareth  the  way  of  thJ Lord   IharshelJ  retint 
her  of  her  miquities.     ïhough  she  will  not  repent 
but  w,ll  strek  fast  in  her  abominations;  go,  b7d  hèr 
corne,  for  the  fan  of  the  Lord  is  in  His  hfnd. 

SALOJIÉ 

Ah,  but  he  is  terrible,  he  is  terrible! 

THE   YOUNG  SYBIAN 

Do  not  stay  hère,  Princess,  I  beseech  you. 

SAI.OMÉ 

r/'ï!f  ^'^  7?  ^"'"''^  «"  t''»*  are  terrible.  Thev  are 
Tv'r.  Th'^"'''  ^]^ri^y  torches  in  a  tapestX  of 
«r  t  J  7  '"■^  ^'^^  ^^^  black  caverns  of  Egv^t  in 
whieh  the  dragons  make  their  lairs.  They  are  lik^ 
Waek  lakes  troubled  by  fantastic  moonT. 
Do  you  think  he  will  speak  Lgain?  ' 

THE   YOUXG   SYEIAN 

Do  not  stay  hère,  Princess. 
stay  hère. 


I  pray  you  do  not 


SALOJIÉ 

How  wasted  he  is!    He  is  like  a  thin  ivory  statue. 
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He  is  like  an  image  of  silver.  I  am  sure  he  is  chaste 
as  the  moon  is.  He  is  like  a  moonbeam,  like  a  shaft 
of  silver.  I  would  look  doser  at  him.  I  must  look 
at  him  closer. 

THE  yOUNG  SYEIAN 

Princessl    Princess! 

JOKANAAN 

Who  is  this  woman  who  is  looking  at  me?  I  will 
not  hâve  her  look  at  me.  Wherefore  doth  she  look  at 
me  with  her  golden  eyes,  under  her  gilded  eyelids.  I 
know  not  who  she  is.  I  do  not  désire  to  know  who  she 
is.  Bid  her  begone.  It  is  not  to  her  that  I  would 
speak. 

SALOMÉ 

I  am  Salomé,  daughter  of  Herodias,  Princess  of 
Judsea. 

JOKANAAN 

Backl  daughter  of  Babylon!  Corne  not  near  the 
chosen  of  the  Lord.  Thy  mother  hath  fiUed  the  earth 
with  the  wine  of  her  iniquities,  and  the  cry  of  her  sin- 
ning  hath  come  up  even  to  the  ears  of  God. 

SALOMÉ 

Speak  again,  Jokanaan. 
mine  ear. 

THE  YOUNG  SYMAN 

Princess!    Princess!    Princess! 
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SALOMÉ 

whÏT it  do.  ^^"^  "^""'  •"'""'"'""•  '*"''  *^"  ">« 

JOKANA^YN 

Daughter  of  Sodom,  corne  not  near  met    But 
coyer  thy  face  with  a  veil,  and  scatter  ashes  upon 

tsoS  Man.^^*  ''''  *°  ^"^  "^^-^  -<»  -«^  -* 

SALOMÉ 

Who  is  he,  the  Son  of  Man? 
thou  art,  Jokanaan? 

JOKANAAN 

•    Gettheebehindmel    I  hear  in  the  palace  the  beat- 
ing  ot  the  wings  of  the  angel  of  death. 

THE  YOUNG  SYBIAN 

Princess,  I  beseeeh  thee  to  go  within. 

JOKANAAN 

Angel  of  the  Lord  God,  what  dost  thou  hère  with 
thysword?  Whom  seekest  thou  in  this  palace?  The 
day  of  him  who  shall  die  in  a  robe  of  silver  bas  not 
yet  come. 


Is  he  as  beautiful  as 


SALOME 

Jokanaan! 

JOKANAAN 

Who  speaketh? 
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SALOMÉ  .      ™,       ,      , 

I  am  amorous  of  thy  body,  Jokanaan!  Thy  body 
is  white  like  the  lilies  ôf  a  field  that  the  mower  hath 
never  mowed.  Thy  body  is  white  like  the  snows  that 
lie  on  the  mountains  of  Judœa,  and  corne  down  into 
the  valleys.  The  roses  in  the  garden  of  the  Queen 
of  Arabia  are  not  so  white  as  thy  body.  Neither  the 
roses  of  the  garden  of  the  Queen  of  Arabia,  the  gar- 
den of  spices  of  the  Queen  of  Arabia,  nor  the  feet 
of  the  dawn  when  they  light  on  the  leaves,  nor  the 
breast  of  the  moon  when  she  lies  on  the  breast  of  the 
sea.  .  .  .  There  is  nothing  in  :lie  world  so  white 
as  thy  body.    SufiFer  me  to  touch  thy  body. 

J  O  TC  A'V  AAîC 

Back  1  daughter  of  Babylon  1  By  woman  came  evil 
into  the  world.  Speak  not  to  me.  I  will  not  listen 
to  thee.     I  listen  but  to  the  voice  of  the  Lord  God. 

SALOMÉ 

Thy  body  is  hideous.  It  is  like  the  body  of  a  leper. 
It  is  iike  a  plastered  wall  where  vipers  hâve  crawled; 
like  a  plastered  wall  where  the  scorpions  hâve  made 
their  nest.  It  is  like  a  whitened  sepulchre  full  of 
loathsome  things.  It  is  horrible,  thy  body  is  horrible. 
It  is  thy  hair  that  I  am  enamoured  of,  Jokanaan. 
Thy  hair  is  like  clusters  of  grapes,  like  the  clusters 
of  black  grapes  that  hang  from  the  vine-trees  of 
Edom  in  the  land  of  the  Edomites.  Thy  hair  is  like 
the  cedars  of  Lebanon,  like  the  great  cedars  of  Leb- 
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anon  that  give  their  shade  to  the  lions  and  to  tlie  rob- 
bers  who  would  h.de  them  by  day.     The  long  black 

Zî  f'  "^^^  ^^^  ?°°"  l'''^"'  ^"  ^''"^^'  ^hen  tbe  stars 
are  afraid.  are  not  so  black  as  thy  hair.  The  silence 
that  dwe  Is  in  the  forest  is  not  so  black.  Thê  e  1s 
nothmg  m  the  world  that  is  so  black  as  thy  hair 
•     .     .     !>ufter  me  to  touch  thy  hair. 

JOKAXAAN 

Back  daughter  of  Sodom!    Touch  me  not.     Pro- 
fane not  the  temple  of  the  Lord  God. 

SA1,0MÉ 

aZ^^  n ''  \\^°"'^^^-  It  is  covered  with  mire  and 
aust.     It  IS  hke  a  knot  of  serpents  coiled  round  Ihv 

?hatTr-'''TV''^'''''''-a.:  •  •  Itisthymouth 
that  I  désire,  Jokanaan.  Thy  mouth  is  like  a  band 
of  scarlet  on  a  tower  of  ivory.  It  is  like  a  pome- 
granate  eut  in  twain  with  a  knife  of  ivorv  The 
pomegranate-flowers  that  blossom  in  the  gardens  of 
lyre,  and  are  redder  than  roses,  are  not  so  red.  The 
red  blasts  of  trumpets  that  herald  the  approaeh  of 
kings,  and  makeaf raid  the  enemy,  are  not  so  red. 
•  u'^u^Ti.*  '^  "■^•J'^^'"  *''«»  the  feet  of  the  doves  who 
inhabit  the  temples  and  are  fed  by  the  priests.  It 
is  redder  than  the  feet  of  him  who  cometh  from  a 
lorest  where  he  hath  slain  a  lion,  and  seen  «ilded 
tigers.  Thy  mouth  is  like  a  branch  of  coral  that 
fishers  bave  found  in  the  t-ilight  of  the  sea,  the  coral 
that  they  keep  for  the  kings  I    .    .    .     It  is  like  the 
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vennilîon  that  the  Moabites  flnd  in  the  mines  of  Moab, 
the  vermilion  that  the  kings  take  from  them.  It  is 
like  the  bow  of  the  King  of  the  Persians,  that  is 
painted  with  vermilion,  and  is  tipped  with  coral. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  world  so  red  as  thy  mouth. 
.     .     .     Suffer  me  to  kiss  thy  mouth. 

JOKANAAN 

Neverl  daughter  of  Babylonl  Daughter  of 
Sodom!    Never. 

SALOMÉ 

I  wilî  kiss  thy  mouth,  Jokanaan.  I  will  kiss  thy 
mouth. 

TIIE   YOUNO   SYHIAN 

Princess,  Princess,  thou  who  art  like  a  garden  of 
myrrh,  thou  who  art  the  dove  of  aU  doves,  look  not 
at  this  man,  look  not  at  himl  Do  not  speak  such 
words  to  him.  I  cannot  endure  it.  .  .  .  Prin- 
cess, do  not  speak  thèse  things. 

SALOMÉ 

I  will  kiss  thy  mouth,  Jokanaan. 

THE   YOUNG  SYKI'JJ 

Ah!  [He  kilh  hirnself  and  falls  between  salomé 
and  jokanaan.] 

THE  page  dp  HESODIAS 

The  young  Syrian  has  slain  himself  I    The  young 
captain  has  slain  himself  1    He  has  slain  himself  who 
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was  my  friend!    I  gave  hini  a  little  box  of  perf urnes 

wif-rT,  T^t  "\"'^^^'  ""'•  "°-  he  Ls  kiUed 
nimselll    AJi,  did  he  iiot  say  that  some  misfortune 

FIHST  SOLDIER 

Princess,  the  young  captain  has  just  slain  himself. 

8ALOMÉ 

Suffer  me  to  kiss  thy  mouth,  Jokanaan. 

JOKANAAN 

T  ^rVîll'i  "°*,  *^"''''  dauffhter  of  Herodias?  Did 
I  not  ell  thee  that  I  had  heard  in  the  palace  the  beat- 
uig  of  the  w,ng,,  of  the  angel  of  death,  and  hath  he 
not  corne,  the  angel  of  death? 

SALOMÉ 

Suffer  me  to  kiss  thy  mouth. 

JOKAN^VAX 

Daughter  Of  adultery,  there  is  but  one  who  can 
save  thee,  .t  is  He  of  whom  I  spake.     Go  seek  ffim 

,Wth  wl"^-"  r  V^°^  ^"'"^^'  ""d  He  talketh 
with  His  disciples.  Kneel  down  on  the  shore  of  the 
sea,  and  call  unto  Him  by  His  name.    When  He 
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cometh  to  thee  (and  to  ail  who  call  on  Him  Ile 
cometh),  bow  thyself  at  Ilis  feet  and  ask  of  llini 
the  remissions  of  thy  sius. 

8AI.0)IÉ 

Sufter  me  to  kiss  thy  mouth. 

JOKAXAAN 

Cursed  be  thoul  daughter  of  an  incestuous  mother, 
be  thca  accursed! 

SALOMÉ 

I  will  kiss  thy  mouth,  Jokanaan. 

JOKANAAN 

I  will  not  look  at  thee,  thou  art  accursed,  Salomé, 
tnou  art;  accursed.    [Ile  goes  down  into  the  cutern.] 

SALOMÉ 

I  will  kiss  thy  mouth,  Jokanaan;  I  will  kiss  tliy 
mouth. 

FIRST   SOLDIEB 

We  must  bear  away  the  body  to  another  place. 
The  Tetrarch  does  not  care  to  see  dead  bodies,  save  the 
bodies  of  those  whom  he  himself  bas  slain. 

THE   PAGE   OF    HEHODIAS 

He  was  my  brother,  and  nearer  to  me  than  a 

brother.     I  gave  him  a  little  box  fuU  of  perfumes, 

and  a  ring  of  agate  that  he  wore  always  on  his  hand. 

In  the  evening  we  were  wont  to  walk  by  the  river, 
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and  amons:  the  almond  trees,  mul  he  used  to  tell  me  of 
the  tlnn^s  of  1ns  cou.,try.  Ile  spake  ever  \cnl"; 
r  e  s.m,.d  of  ns  voiee  wa.,  lik'.  the  sou.ul  of  t he 
fl»  e,  of  one  who  playeth  upon  the  (lute.  ANo  le 
lad  nmch  joy  to  «aze  at  himself  i„  the  river.  1  usai 
to  reproaeh  him  for  that.  ' 

SECOND  SOI.DIEB 

tJ7  o'-e  right;  we  must  hide  the  bodv.     The  Tg. 
trareh  must  not  see  it. 

FIRST  SOI.DIEB 

The  Tetrarch  will  not  corne  to  this  place     Hp 
ofTh7;S^?*''^*™     "^^^^-i-frSd 
[Enter  hehod,  HEHomAs,  and  ail  the  Court] 

HEHOD 

d;H^i"^ '!  ^"i"'"^'     WhercisthePrincess?    Whv 

HEHODIAS 

You  must  not  look  at  herl 
mg  at  her! 

HEHOD 

The  moon  has  a  strange  look  to-niffht  Has  ^I,p 
no  a  strange  look?  She  is  like  a  mad  woman  M 
is  sceking  e-erj^vhere  for  loyers.  She  is  nake.I  tno 
She  ,s  qmte  naked.     The  clouds  are  seek?nff  to  clotT; 
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her  nakednes»,  but  she  will  not  let  them.  She  shows 
hcrsell'  imked  in  the  sky.  She  réels  through  the  clouds 
like  a  driitikeii  woman.  .  .  .  I  am  sure  she  is 
lookiiifî  l'or  lovers.  Does  she  not  réel  like  a  drunken 
woniani'    She  is  like  a  mad  woman,  is  she  not? 

IIKRODIAS 

Xo;  the  moon  is  like  the  moon,  that  is  ail.  Let  us 
go  within.    .    .    .    Ve  hâve  nothing  to  do  hère. 

REROD 

I  will  stay  herel  Manasseh,  lay  carpets  there. 
Liffht  torches,  brin^  forth  the  ivory  table,  and  the 
tables  of  jasper,  The  air  hère  is  sweet.  I  will  drink 
more  wine  with  my  «uests.  We  must  show  aii  hon- 
ours  to  the  ambassadors  of  Caesar. 

HERODIAS 

It  is  not  btoause  of  them  that  you  remain. 

REROD 

Yes;  the  air  is  very  sweet.  Come,  Herodias,  our 
guests  await  us.  Ah  !  I  hâve  slipped  I  I  bave  slipped 
in  blood!  It  is  an  ill  omen.  Wherefore  is  there 
blood  hère?  .  .  .  and  this  body,  what  does  this 
body  hère?  Think  you  I  am  like  the  King  of  Eg)'pt, 
wl  >  givcs  no  feast  to  his  guests  but  that  he  shows 
them  a  corpse?    Whose  is  it?    I  will  not  look  on  it. 

FIRST  80LDIER 

It  is  our  captain,  sire. 
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whom  you  made  captain  of  the  «uard  but  Ihrcc  days 

HKROD 

1  issiu  d  no  order  that  he  sliould  be  slain. 

SECOND  SOIJ)IEB 

He  slew  hiniself,  sire. 

HEROO 

^For  what  «ason?    I  had  œade  him  captain  of  my 

SECOND  SOI.DIEE 

We  do  iiot  know,  sire, 
slew  hiniself. 

HEROD 

ir.&Kî"'" "  "»  '"^'-"»"  •'Si"" 

TIOELLINUS 

t^n  Thi"""'  ^i'-  ^/°'™  ""  P^'P'^  "f  no  cultiva'^ 
tion.  They  are  ndiculous  people.  I  myself  regard 
them  as  beinsr  perfeetly  ridiculous.  ^ 

HEROD 

I  also. 


But  with  his  own  hand  he 


It  is  ridiculous  to  kill  oneself. 
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TiaELLINUR 

KvirylMKly  nt  Rome  laiiRli»  at  thciii.  Tlic  Em- 
ptTnr  liiis  written  a  satire  oKainst  tlieni.  It  i»  n-citcd 
evcrywhere. 
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Ah!  lie  has  written  a  satire  afrainst  themî  Cœsar 
is  womltrful.  Ile  nui  do  cverytliiiiK.  •  ■  •  It  is 
straiige  that  the  youn^  Syriuii  lias  slain  hiniself.  I 
ain  sorry  lie  hus  slain  hiniself.  1  am  very  sorry;_fi)r 
lie  was  l'air  to  look  upon.  Ile  was  even  very  fair. 
Ile  had  very  languorous  eyes.  I  remeniber  that  I 
saw  that  he  looked  langiioroiisly  at  Salonié.  Truly, 
I  thuiif^ht  he  looked  too  mueh  at  her. 

IIERODIAS 

There  are  others  who  look  too  much  at  her. 

HEROl) 

II  is  Cather  was  a  king.  I  drove  him  froni  liis  king- 
dom.  i\iid  of  his  mother,  who  was  a  queen,  you  made 
a  slave — Ilerodias.  So  he  was  hère  as  my  guest,  as 
it  werc.  nnd  for  that  reason  I  made  him  rny  captaiii. 
I  uni  sorry  he  is  dead.  Ho!  why  hâve  you  left  the 
bodv  hère?  I  will  not  look  at  it— away  with  it! 
[The,!/  take  aicay  the  bodi/.]  It  is  cold  hère.  There 
is  a  viiiid  blowing.     Is  there  not  a  wind  blowing? 

HERODIAS 

No;  there  is  no  wind. 
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IIEROD 

I  Ull^outhcrcisawitulllmt  Mmvs.  .  .  .  Ami 
I  hcnr  m  the  air  somethiiiK  tlmt  iii  like  the  Iwatititf 
of  witiK»,  like  the  beating  of  va«t  winus.  Do  vou 
iiot  litar  itf  ■ 

IIKRoniAS 

I  hvar  nothing. 

IIKROD 

I  jiear  it  no  lon«ei.  But  I  heard  it.  It  was  the 
blowmg  of  the  wirid.  It  has  passed  awav.  But  no 
i  hear  it  again.  Do  you  not  ficar  it?  It  a  iust  likê 
the  bcating  of  wings. 

HF.RODIAS 

I  tell  you  there  is  nothing. 
go  within. 

REROD 

I  am  not  ill.  It  is  your  daughter  who  is  sitl  ;o 
death.    Never  hâve  I  seen  her  so  pale. 

HEHODIAS 

I  hâve  told  jou  not  to  look  at  her. 

RF.ROO 

Pour  me  forth  wine.  [  Wine  is  hrought]  .Salomé, 
corne  drink  a  little  witie  with  me.  I  liave  hcre  a  wine 
that  is  exquisite.  Ciesar  himstlf  sent  it  me.  Dip 
mto  it  thy  little  red  lips,  that  I  may  drain  the  cup. 
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BALOMÉ 

I  am  not  Ihirsty,  Tetrarcb. 

HEROO 

You  hear  how  she  answers  me,  this  daughter  of 
yours' 

HEBODIAS 

She  does  right.  Why  are  you  always  gazinfT  at 
her? 

HEROD 

Bring  me  ripe  fruits.  [^Fruits  are  brought.J 
Salomé,  come  and  eat  fruits  with  me.  I  love  to  see 
in  a  fruit  the  mark  of  thy  little  teeth.  Bite  but  a 
Lttle  of  this  fruit  that  I  may  eat  what  is  left. 

BALOMÂ 

I  am  not  hungry,  Tetrarch. 

HEROD  [To  HEKODIAS] 

You  see  how  you  hâve  brought  up  this  daughter 
of  yours. 

RERODIAS 

My  daughter  and  I  come  of  a  royal  race.  As  for 
thee,  thy  father  was  a  camel  driver!  He  was  a  thief 
and  a  robber  to  boot! 

HEROD 

Thou  liestl 
84 


tilJy 


SALOMÉ 


HEBODIAS 

Thou  knowest  weU  that  it  is  trae. 

HEROD 

Salomé,  come  and  sit  next  to  me.    I  will  «rive  thee 
the  throne  of  tliy  mother. 

SALOJIÉ 

I  am  not  tired,  Tetrarch. 

HERODIAS 

You  see  in  what  regard  she  holds  you. 

HEROD 

Bring  me— what  is  it  that  I  désire?  I  foriret. 
Ah!  ahl    I  remember. 

THE    VOICE   OF   JOKANAAN 

Behold  the  time  is  come!  That  which  I  foretold 
has  come  to  pass.  The  day  that  I  spoke  of  is  at 
hand. 

HERODIAS 

Bid  him  be  silent.  I  will  not  listen  to  his  voice. 
Ihis  man  is  for  ever  hurling  insults  against  me. 

HEROD 

He  has  said  nothing  against  you.  Besides,  he  is 
a  very  great  prophet. 

HERODIAS 

I  do  not  believe  in  prophets.  Can  a  man  tell  what 
wiil  come  to  pass?    No  man  knows  it.    Also  he  is 
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for  cver  insulting  me.  But  I  tlùnk  you  are  afraid 
of  hini.  ...  I  know  well  that  you  are  afraid 
of  him. 

HEROD 

I  am  not  afraid  of  him. 


I  am  afraid  of  no  man. 


HEBODIAS 

I  tell  you,  you  are  afraid  of  him.  If  you  are  not 
afraid  of  him  why  do  ynv,  not  deliver  him  to  the 
Jews  who  for  Ihese  six  months  past  hâve  been  clara- 
ouring  for  him? 

A  JEW 

Truly,  my  lord,  it  were  better  to  deliver  him  mto 
our  hands. 

HEROD 

Enough  on  this  subject.  I  hâve  already  given  you 
my  answer.  I  will  not  deliver  him  into  your  hands. 
He  is  a  holy  man.     He  is  a  man  who  bas  seen  God. 

A  JEW 

That  cannot  be.  There  is  no  man  who  hath  seen 
God  since  the  prophet  Elias.  He  is  the  last  man  who 
saw  God  face  to  face.  In  thèse  days  God  doth  not 
show  Himself.  God  hideth  Himself.  Therefore 
great  evils  bave  corne  upon  the  land. 

ANOTHER   JEW 

Verily,  no  man  knoweth  if  Elias  the  prophet  did 
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indeed  see  God.    Peradventure  it  was  but  the  shadow 
01  God  that  he  saw. 

A  THIED   JEW 

God  is  at  no  time  hidden.  He  showeth  Himself  at 
ail  times  and  in  ail  places.  God  is  in  what  is  evil 
even  as  He  is  m  what  is  good. 

A  FOUBTH   JEW 

Thon  shouldst  not  say  that.  It  is  a  very  dancer- 
ous  d.  ^rme.  It  is  a  doctrine  that  cometh  f rom  Alcx- 
andria,  where  men  teach  the  philosophy  of  the  Greeks. 
AïKi  the  Greeks  are  Gentiles.  They  are  not  even  cir- 
cunicised. 

A   FIFTH   JEW 

No  one  can  tell  how  God  worketh.  His  ways  are 
very  dark.  It  may  be  that  the  thinf?s  which  we  call 
evil  are  good,  and  that  the  things  which  we  call  good 
are  evil.  There  is  no  knowledge  of  any  thing.  We 
can  but  bow  our  heads  to  His  will,  for  God  is  very 
strong.  He  breaketh  in  pièces  the  strong  tog^ther 
with  the  weak,  for  He  regardeth  not  any  man. 

FIHST  JEW 

Thou  speaketh  truly.  Verily  God  is  terrible.  He 
breaketh  in  pièces  the  stron  nd  the  weak  as  a  man 
breaks  corn  m  a  mortar.  Ijut  as  for  man,  he  hath 
never  seen  God.  No  man  hath  seen  God  since  the 
prophet  Elias. 
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HESODIAS 

Make  them  be  silent.    They  weary  me. 

HEBOD 

But  I  hâve  heard  it  said  that  Jokanaan  is  m  very 
truth  your  prophet  Elias. 

THE  JEW  ,        ,      , 

That  cannot  be.  It  is  more  than  three  bundred 
years  since  the  days  of  the  prophet  Elias. 

HEKOD 

There  be  some  who  say  that  this  man  is  Euas  the 
prophet. 

A  NAZAEENE 

I  am  sure  that  he  is  Elias  the  prophet. 

THE  JEW 

Nay,  but  he  is  not  EUas  the  prophet. 

THE  VOICE  DP  JOKANAAN 

Behold  the  day  is  at  hand,  the  day  of  the  Lord, 
and  I  hear  upon  the  mountains  the  f  eet  of  Him  who 
shall  be  the  Saviour  of  the  world. 

HEHOD 

What  does  that  mean  ?    The  Saviour  of  the  world  ? 

TIGELLINUS 

It  is  a  title  that  CaeSar  adopts. 
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HEROD 

But  Cœsar  is  not  cominjjr  into  Judœa     Onlv  v»c 

TIGELLINUS 

Sire.  I  heard  nothing  concerning  the  matter     T 
was  explaming  the  title.     It  is  one  rf  te"r"  ti'tles 

HEROD 

But  Ca;sar  cannot  corne.     He  is  ton  jmi,t,r     ti 

FIRST   XAZARENE 

the'slrXsire"."™"^  "^""^  *'"*  '""^  P^^P^^^»  ^P«ke 

HEHOD 

How?— it  was  not  concerning  Cœsar? 

FIRST   NAZAREXE 

No.  my  lord. 

HEHOD 

—Concerning  whom  then  did  he  speak? 
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FIBST  NAZABENE  .   ,        ,      .  

Conceming  The  Messiah  who  has  corne 

A  JEW 

The  Messiah  hath  not  corne. 

FIBST  NAZAHENE  .  _^  ,     .,     „• 

He  hath  corne,  and  everywhere  He  worketh  mir- 
acles. 

''X"' ho!  miracles!  I  do  not  beUeve  in  nùracles. 
I  hâve  seen  too  many.    [To  the  Page.]    My  fan. 

"  This'mat'^'rketh  true  miracles.  Thus  at  a  mar- 
riage  which  took  place  in  a  little  town  of  Gahlee  a 
tci^  of  orne  importance,  He  changed  water  into 
wine.  Certain  persons  who  were  présent  related  it 
to  me.  Also  He  healed  two  lepers  that  were  seated 
before  the  Gâte  of  Capemaum  simply  by  touchmg 
them. 

SECOND  NAZABENE  ,     ,   tt      u      1   J    ot   ronpr- 

Nay,  it  was  blind  men  that  He  healed  at  Caper- 
naum. 

" "t^ère  lepers.    But  He  hath  healed  blind 
people  also  and  He  was  seen  on  a  mountam  talkmg 
with  angels. 
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A  SADDUCEE 

Angels  do  not  exist. 
has^atd  wS  fhl'  '°  "°*  ^''^^^  '"^'  *"'''  ^^I- 

riBST  NAZAHENE 
HEHODIAS 

SECOND  NAZAEENE 

There  is  also  the  miracle  of  the  daughter  of  Jairus 

rniST  NAZARENE 

Yea,  that  is  sure.     No  man  can  gainsay  it. 

HEHODIAS 

onThf  ^'"^"  "n  """'•   P'^  ^^'-^  lo°ked  too  long 
on  the  moon.     Command  them  to  be  silent. 

HEROD 

What  is  this  miracle  of  the  daughter  of  Jairus? 

FIRST  NAZARENE 

The  daughter  of  Jairus  was  dead.     This   Man 
raised  her  from  the  dead. 
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HEROD 

How!    He  raises  people  from  the  dead? 

FIRST   NAZARENE 

Yea,  sire,  He  raiseth  the  dead. 

HEROD 

I  do  not  wish  Him  to  do  Ihat.  I  forbid  Him  to 
do  that.  I  suffer  no  man  to  raise  the  dead.  This 
Man  must  be  found  and  told  that  I  forbid  Him 
to  raise  the  dead.    Where  is  this  Man  at  présent? 

SECOND  NAZARENE 

He  is  in  every  place,  my  lord,  but  it  is  hard  to  find 
Him. 

FIRST  NAZARENE 

It  is  said  that  He  is  now  in  Samaria. 

A  JEW 

It  is  easy  to  see  '.hat  this  is  not  the  Messiah,  if 
He  is  in  Samaria.  It  is  not  to  the  Samaritans  that 
The  Messiah  shall  come.  The  Samaritans  are  ac- 
cursed.     They  bring  no  ofFeriiigs  to  the  Temple. 

SECOND   NAZARENE 

He  left  Samaria  a  few  days  since.  I  think  that 
at  the  présent  moment  He  is  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Jérusalem. 


FIRST  NAZARENE 

No;  He  is  not  there. 
42 


I  hâve  just  come  from  Jeru- 


i 


Ml! 


lu 


SALOMÉ 

Mlem.    For  two  months  they  hâve  had  no  tidings  of 

HEBOD 

No  matter  I  But  let  them  flnd  Him.  and  tell  Him 
thus  saith  Herod  the  King,  "I  will  n^t  suffer  ThTê 
to  rajse  the  deadl"  To  change  water  into  wine  to 
heal  the  Icpers  and  the  blind.  .  .  .  He  mav  do 
thèse  thmgs  if  He  will.     I  say  nothing  a^These 

leper.  But  no  man  shall  raise  the  dead.  It  would 
be  terrible  if  the  dead  came  back. 

THE   VOICE   OF   JOKAXAAN 

ter'^f  R^T*°"?î!'i    Theharlotl    Ahlthedaugh- 

etéhd,!  T^h  "  ""-lu  ^r  r'^^P  ^>'"  «nd  her  gilded 
eyelidsl  Thus  saith  the  Lord  God,  Let  there  corne 
up  agamst  her  a  multitude  of  men.  Let  the  pe^SI 
take  stones  and  stone  her.    ...  ^  ^ 

HEBODIAS 

Command  him  to  be  silent. 

THE   VOICE   OP   JOKANAAN 

Let  the  captains  of  the  hosts  pierce  her  with  their 
swords.  let  them  crush  her  beneath  their  shields. 

HEBODIAS 

Nay,  but  it  is  infamous. 

THE    VOICE   OF   JOKANAAN 

It  is  thus  that  I  will  wipe  out  ail  wickedness  from 
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the  earth,  and  that  ail  women  shall  learn  not  to  imi- 
tate  her  aboniinutions. 


HEBODIAS 

You  hear  what  lie  says  against  me? 
him  to  revile  her  who  is  your  wife? 

HEBOD 

He  did  not  speak  your  name. 


You  suffer 


You  know  well  that  it  is 
And  I  am  your  wife,  om 


HEBODIAS 

What  does  that  matter? 
I  whom  he  seeks  to  revile. 
I  net? 

H£ROD 

Of  a  truth,  dear  and  noble  Herodias,  you  are  my 
wife,  and  before  that  you  were  the  wife  of  my  brother. 

HER^OIAS 

It  was  thou  didst  snatch  me  from  his  arms. 

HEBOD 

Of  a  truth  I  was  stronjçer  than  he  was.  .  .  . 
But  let  us  not  talk  of  that  matter.  I  do  not  désire 
to  tïlk  of  it.  It  is  the  cause  of  the  terrible  words 
that  the  prophet  has  spoken.  Peradventure  on  ac- 
count  of  it  a  misfortune  will  corne.  Let  us  not  speak 
of  this  matter.  Noble  Herodias,  we  are  not  mindful 
of  our  guests.  Fill  thou  my  cup,  my  well-beloved. 
Ho!  fill  with  wine  the  «reat  goblets  of  silver,  and  the 
jfreat  goblets  of  glass.  I  will  drink  to  Caesar.  There 
are  Romans  hère,  we  must  drink  to  Cœsar. 
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AU, 

Cœsarl    Ctcsarl 

IIKROD 

Jo^>.u  net  sec  yourdau,hter.how  paie  s.,eis? 
^Vh.t  i,  tlmt  to  y„u  if  si,c  b.  pale  or  „otr 

HEaOD 

Never  liave  I  seen  lier  so  pale. 

HEllODIAS 

You  must  not  loolc  at  lier. 

THE   VOICE   OF   JOKANAAN 

ami  thestars  of  hrheavr,Mnfc^  ''^^  '''"'"'• 
lilfe  unripe  fias  that  f«ll  fl^  li,  i  "'■'""  ""=  '-"''th 
kinss  of 'theTa'rthlS  UT^^^^^^^  '"^■*''='''  •"'"  "- 

HERODIAS 
HEROD 
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HERODIAS 

1  do  not  beliere  in  omens.    He  ipealu  like  a 
drunkea  man. 
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It  may  be  he  M  dnink  with  the  wine  of  God. 

HEBODIAg 

Whut  wine  is  that,  the  wine  of  God?  From  what 
vineyards  is  it  gathered?  In  what  wine-press  may 
one  find  it? 

HEROD  [From  thi»  point  he  look*  ail  the  xvhile  at 
Salomé} 

Tigeflinus,  when  you  were  at  Rome  of  late,  did  the 
Emperor  speak  with  you  on  the  subject  of    .    .    .    ? 

TIOEI.UNUS 

On  what  subject,  my  Lord? 

HEROD 

On  what  subject?  Aht  I  asked  you  a  question, 
did  I  not?  I  hâve  forgotten  what  I  would  hâve 
asked  you. 

HERODIAS 

You  are  looking  again  at  my  daughter.  You  must 
not  look  at  her.    I  hâve  already  said  so. 

RESOD 

You  say  nothing  else. 
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BEROOUa 

I  My  it  again. 

HEBOD 

Tl'ey  say  the  ve/l  o^'  T         l'"  "">"""«  bt-  donc? 
do  they  „ot?  ""  """"«^'""y  has  disappeur.d. 

HEHODUS 

go  within.  •    '  ^'^  "°t  »t«y  hère.    Let  us 

HEBOD 

Uance  for  me,  Salomé. 

HEBODIA8 

I  will  net  have  her  dance. 

BAIOMÈ 

I  have  no  désire  to  dance,  Tetrarch. 

HEHOD 

Salomé,  daughter  of  Herodias.  dance  for  me. 

HEHODUS 

Peacel  let  her  alone. 

HEBOD 

I  command  thee  to  dance,  Salomé. 


SALOMÉ 


8A.L0ME 

I  will  not  dance,  Tetrarch. 

HERODiAS  [Laughing] 

You  see  how  slie  obeys  you. 

HEROI) 

What  is  it  to  me  whether  she  dance  or  not?  It 
is  naught  to  me.  To-night  I  am  happy,  I  am  exceed- 
ing  happy.     Never  hâve  I  been  so  happy. 

FIKST   SOLDIEB 

The  Tetrarch  has  a  sombre  look.  Has  he  not  a 
sombre  look? 

SECOND  SOLDIER 

Yes,  he  has  a  sombre  look. 

HEROD 

AVherefore  should  I  not  be  happy?  Cœsar,  who 
is  lord  of  the  world,  Cœsar,  who  is  lord  of  ail  tliings, 
loves  me  well.  He  bas  just  sent  me  most  precious 
gifts.  Also  he  has  promised  me  to  summon  to  Rome 
the  King  of  Cappadocia,  who  is  my  enemy.  It  may 
be  that  at  Rome  he  will  crucify  him,  for  he  is  able 
to  do  ail  things  that  he  has  a  mind  to.  Verily,  Cœsar 
is  lord.  Therefore  I  do  well  to  be  happy.  There 
is  nothing  in  the  world  that  can  mar  my  happiness. 

THE   VOICE   OF   JOKANAAN 

He  shall  be  seated  on  this  throne.     He  shall  be 
clothed  in  scarlet  and  purple.     In  his  hand  he  shall 
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bear  a  golden  cup  i.;i  ,  f  |,;,  blasphemies.    And  the 
ôf  ras  "'"'"  "^*'  •""'•     "'  *""  ^"^  "''*"" 

HEBODIAS 

You  hear  what  he  says  about  you.  He  says  that 
you  wiU  be  eaten  of  worms. 

HEROD 

It  is  not  of  me  that  he  speaks.  He  speaks  never 
agamst  me  It  ,s  of  tlie  King  of  Ca,,padocia  that 
he  speaks;  the  K,ng  of  Cappa.locia  wlio  is  mine  e„- 

^'"/■t  V^  ^''"  ^'"'"  ''"^  '■''*'^n  "f  worms.  It  is 
not  1.  Aever  bas  he  sjjoken  word  agaiiist  mt,  this 
prophet  save  that  I  sinned  in  taking  to  wife  the  wife 
o*  my  brotiicr.  It  may  be  he  is  right.  For,  of  a 
truth,  you  are  stérile. 

HERODIAS 

I  am  stérile,  I?  You  say  that,  you  that  are  ever 
lookmg  at  my  dau^hter,  you  that  would  liave  lier 
(lance  for  your  pleasure?  You  speak  as  a  fool.  I 
haye  borne  a  child.  You  hâve  gotten  no  child,  no, 
not  on  one  of  your  slaves.  It  is  you  who  are  stérile, 
not  1.  ' 

HEROD 

Peace,  womanl  I  say  that  you  are  stérile.  You 
hâve  borne  me  no  child,  and  the  prophet  savs  that  our 
marriage  is  not  a  true  marriage.  Ile  says  tliat  it  is 
a  marriage  of  incest,  a  marriage  that"  will  bring 
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evils.  ...  I  f ear  he  is  right  ;  I  am  sure  that  he 
is  rlght.  I  would  be  happy  at  this.  Of  a  truth,  I 
am  happy.     There  is  nothing  I  lack. 

HERUDIAS 

I  am  glad  you  are  of  so  fair  a  humour  to-night. 
It  is  not  your  custom.  But  it  is  late.  Let  us  go 
■within.  Do  not  forget  that  we  hunt  at  sunrise.  Ali 
honours  must  be  shown  to  Cœsar's  ambassadors,  must 
they  not? 

SECOND   SOLDIEB 

The  Tetrarch  has  a  sombre  look. 

FIRST  SOLDIEE 

Yes,  he  has  a  sombre  look. 

HERO0 

Salomé,  Salomé,  dance  for  me.  I  pray  thee  dance 
for  me.  I  am  sad  to-night.  Yes;  I  am  passing  sad 
to-night.  When  I  came  hither  I  slipped  in  blood, 
which  is  an  evil  omen;  also  I  heard  in  the  air  a  beating 
of  wings,  a  beating  of  giant  wings.  I  cannot  tell 
what  they  mean.  ...  I  am  sad  to-night.  There- 
fore  dance  for  me.  Dance  for  me,  Salomé,  I  be- 
seech  thee.  If  thou  dancest  for  me  thou  mayest  ask 
of  me  what  thou  wilt,  and  I  will  give  it  thee,  even 
unto  the  half  of  my  kingdom. 

SALOMÉ  {Rising'\ 

Will  you  indeed  give  me  whatsoever  I  shall  ask  of 
thee,  Tetrarch? 
fîO 
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HEBODIAS 

Do  not  dance,  my  daughter. 

HEHOD 
SALOMÉ 

You  swear  it,  Tetrarch? 

HEEOD 

I  swear  it,  Salomé. 

HERODIAS 

Do  not  dance,  my  daughter. 

SALOMÉ 

By  what  wiU  you  swear  this  thing,  Tetrarch? 

HEEOD 

By  my  life,  by  my  crown,  by  my  gods.  Whatso- 
ever  thou  shalt  désire  I  will  give  it  thee,  even  to  tl^ 
ni  ?  "}yj^',ngd°m  if  thou  wilt  but  dance  for  me. 
U  ^aIome,  balome,  dance  for  me! 

SALOMÉ 

You  hâve  swom  an  oath,  Tetrarch. 

HEHOD 

I  hâve  swom  an  oath. 

HERODIAS 


My  daughter,  do  not  dance. 
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HEROD 

ïjven  to  the  half  of  my  kingdom.  Thou  wilt  be 
passiiifT  fair  as  a  queen,  Salomé,  if  it  please  tliee  to 
ask  for  the  half  of  my  kiiigdom.  W^ill  slie  nat  be 
fair  as  a  queen?  Ah!  it  is  cold  hère!  There  is  an 
icy  wind,  and  I  hcar  .  .  .  wherefore  do  I  hear 
in  the  air  this  bcatinpf  of  wings?  Ah!  one  might 
fancy  a  hiige  blaek  bird  that  liovers  ovcr  the  terrace. 
AVhy  can  I  not  see  it,  tliis  bird  ?  Tlie  beat  of  its  wings 
is  terrible.  The  breath  of  the  wind  of  its  wings  is 
terrible.  It  is  a  chill  wind.  Xay,  but  it  is  not  cold, 
it  is  bot.  I  am  ehoking.  Pour  water  on  my  Iiamls. 
Gi\e  me  snow  to  eat.  Lwsen  my  mantle.  Quick! 
quiek!  loosen  my  mantle.  Nay,  but  leave  it.  It  is 
my  garland  that  hurts  me,  my  garland  of  roses.  The 
flowcrs  are  like  flre.  They  bave  burned  my  forehead. 
[Ile  tears  the  tereath  from  his  head  and  tJirows  it  on 
the  table.]  Ah!  I  can  breathe  now.  IIovv  red  those 
petals  are!  They  are  like  stains  of  blood  on  the  cloth. 
That  does  not  matter.  It  is  not  wise  to  find  symbols 
in  everything  that  one  sees.  It  makes  life  too  fuU 
of  terrors.  It  were  better  to  say  that  stains  of  blood 
are  as  lovely  as  rose  petals.  It  were  better  far  to  say 
that.  .  .  .  But  we  will  not  speak  of  this.  Now 
I  am  happy.  I  am  passing  happy.  Hâve  I  not  the 
right  to  be  happj?  Your  daughter  is  going  to  dance 
forme.  Wilt  thou  not  dance  for  me,  Salomé?  Thou 
hast  promised  to  dance  for  me. 
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HEBOOIAS 

I  will  not  hâve  her  dance. 

SALOSIÉ 

I  will  dance  for  you,  Tetrarch. 

HEHOD 

to  dance  for  me  Thou  doest  well  to  dance  for  mf 
Salome.  And  when  thou  hast  danced  for  me,  forget 
not  to  ask  of  me  whatsoever  thou  hast  a  mind  to  ask 
Whatsoever  thou  shalt  désire  I  will  gWe  it  "hee  even 

i°nï?  ""^  '''"^'''""-     ^  ^'^'  ^^°™  it>  ^àv" 

SALOMÉ 

Thou  hast  swom  it,  Tetrarch. 

HEROD 

And  I  hâve  never  broken  my  word.  I  am  not  of 
fZ  .f^break  their  oaths.  f  know  not  how  to  lï 
I  am  the  slave  ofmy  word,  and  my  word  is  the  word 
font  *^A  J^  ?'"«  "^  Cappadocia  had  ever  a  Iving 
Also  he  owes  me  money  that  he  will  not  repay.  He 
has  even  msulted  my  ambassadors.  He  h^s  spoken 
words  that  were  wounding.  But  Cœsar  will  crueify 
him  when  he  cornes  to  Rome.  I  know  that  Cœsar  will 
cruafy  h,m.  And  if  he  crueify  him  not,  yet  w 
he  die,  bemg  eaten  of  worms.     The  prophet  has 
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Salomé? 


salom£ 

Welll  wherefore  dost  thou  tarry. 


fiALOMÉ 

I  am  waitinfy  until  my  slaves  bring  perfumes  to 
me  and  the  seven  veils,  and  take  from  oflF  niy  feet  my 
sa  idals.  [Slaves  bring  perfumes  and  the  scven  veils, 
and  take  off,  the  sandals  of  salomé.] 

HEROD 

Ah,  thou  art  to  dance  with  naked  feet.  'Tis  well! 
'Tis  well.  Thy  little  feet  will  be  like  white  doves. 
They  will  be  like  little  white  flowers  that  dance  upon 
the  trees.  .  .  .  No,  no,  she  is  going  to  dance  on 
blood.  There  is  blood  spilt  on  the  ground.  She  must 
not  dance  on  blood.     It  were  an  evil  omen. 

HERODIAS 

What  is  it  to  thee  if  she  dance  on  blood  ?  Thou  hast 
waded  deep  enough  in  it.    .    .    . 

HEROD 

Whaf,  is  it  to  me?  Ahl  look  at  the  mooni  She 
has  become  red.  She  bas  become  red  as  blood.  Ah! 
the  prophet  prophesied  truly.  He  prophesied  that 
the  moon  would  become  as  blood.  Did  he  not  proph- 
esy  it?  AU  of  ye  heard  him  prophesying  it.  And 
now  the  moon  has  become  as  blood.     Do  ye  not  see  it? 

HERODIAS 

Oh,  yes,  I  see  it  well,  and  the  stars  are  f alling  like 
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SALOMÊ 

THE    VOICE   OF   JOKANAAN 

who  walketh  mi^hty  in  ^T^ZtLI  Wh^^lZTd 
thy  raiment  stained  with  scarlet?  *^nerelore  is 

HEHODL»S 
HEEOD 

Dant^alUé"d"atf  fo7Ï  *'"  *^  '•"*  ^--'^- 

HERODIAS 

Do  not  dance,  my  daughter. 
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SALOMÉ 

8ALOMÉ 

1  am  ready,  Tetrarch. 

[sALOMÉ  dancea  the  dance  of  the  ieven  veils.'\ 

REEOD 

Ahl  wonderfull  wonderfui!  You  see  that  she  has 
danced  for  me,  your  daughter.  Corne  near,  Salomé, 
come  near,  that  I  may  give  thee  thy  fee.  Ahl  I  pay 
a  royal  price  to  those  who  dance  for  my  pleasure. 
I  will  pay  thee  royally.  I  will  give  thee  whatsoever 
thy  soûl  desireth.    What  wouldstthouhave?    Speak, 

SALOMÉ  [Kneeling] 

I  wouid  that  they  presently  bring  me  in  a  silver 
charger    .     .    . 

RESOD  [Laughing'] 

In  a  silver  charger?  Surely  yes,  in  a  silver  charger. 
She  is  charming,  is  she  not?  What  is  it  thou  wouldst 
hâve  in  a  silver  charger,  O  sweet  and  fair  Salomé, 
thou  art  fairer  than  ail  the  daughters  of  Judaea? 
What  wouldst  thou  hâve  them  bring  thee  in  a  silver 
charger?  Tell  me.  Whatsoever  it  may  be,  thou 
shalt  receive  it.  My  treasures  belong  to  thee.  What 
is  it  that  thou  wouldst  hâve,  Salomé? 

8AL0MÈ  [Riaing^ 
The  head  of  Jokanaan. 

HEBODIAS 

Ahl  that  is  well  said,  my  daughter. 
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BALOMÉ 

HEBOD 

No,  noi 

RERODIAS 

ïhat  is  well  said,  my  daughter. 

BEROO 

nAZ'tttoli''J':l^,-''  thou  desirest.  Do 
thee  evil  counseL    Do  not  LTd  her       "  '''"  «'''"« 

SALOMÉ 

It  is  not  my  mother's  voice  that  I  heed     It  i,  for 
Forget  not  tLTyoulZ'ZT^\'X:'''  «"°'' 

HEROD 

lips  hâve  asked!         '  ""*  °^  ""^  ^''''*  'hy 

SALOMÉ 

I  ask  of  you  the  head  of  Jokanaan. 

HEROO 

No,  no,  I  will  not  give  it  thee. 

8AL0MÉ 

You  hâve  sworn  an  oath.  Herod. 
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SALOMÉ 

HEBODIAS 

Yes,  you  hâve  sworn  an  oath.  Everj-body  heard 
you.    You  swore  it  before  everj-body. 

H£ROD 

Peace,  woman  I     It  is  not  to  you  I  speak. 

HEROOIAg 

My  daughter  has  donc  well  to  ask  the  head  of 
Jokanaan.  Ile  has  covered  me  with  insults.  He  has 
said  unspeakable  things  a^^ainst  me.  One  can  see 
that  she  loves  her  mother  well.  Uo  not  yield,  my 
daughter.  H'  bas  sworn  an  oal'i,  he  has  "sworn  an 
oath. 

HEHOD 

,  Peace  I  Speak  not  to  mef  .  .  .  Salomé,  I 
pray  thee  be  not  stubbom.  I  hâve  ever  been  kind 
toward  thee.  I  bave  ever  loved  thee.  .  .  .  It 
may  be  that  I  bave  loved  thee  too  much.  Tbere- 
f ore  ask  not  tbis  thing  of  me.  This  is  a  terrible  tliing, 
an  awful  thing  to  ask  of  me.  Surely,  I  think  thou 
art  jestinjf.  The  head  of  a  man  that  is  eut  from  bis 
body  is  ill  to  look  >ipon,  is  it  not?  It  is  not  meet  that 
the  eyes  of  a  virgin  should  look  upon  sueh  a  tbing. 
What  pleasui'e  couldst  thou  bave  in  it?  There  is  no 
pleasure  that  thou  couldst  bave  in  it.  No,  no,  it  is  not 
that  thou  desirest.  Hearken  to  me.  I  hâve  an  em- 
erald,  a  great  emerald,  thou  canst  see  that  whicb 
passetb  afar  off.  Ctesar  himself  carries  such  an  em- 
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SALOMÉ 

give  it  thee.  °*  ""^^  ">'*  i  wiU 

SAI.OMÉ 

I  dcniund  the  head  of  Jokanaan. 

HEROî) 

SuîrrtoTiKZn  J»"-  "t  not  listenin,. 

SA1.0MÉ 

The  head  of  Jokunaan. 

BEROD 

No,  no,  thou  wouldst  not  hâve  that  Th™,  .  ^ 
that  but  to  trouble  me.  because  f  h«f„  l  i.  j  !"^^** 
and  eeased  not  this^î^ht  it  Js  tru?  ^hf  f  *^! 
at  thee  and  eeased  not  this  nièht  Thl  K^  °°^''' 
troubled  me.  Thv  beautv  hl.  •  ^''^l'^^auty  bas 
me,  and  I  bave  lafked  «ï  t^h  »  Rr.evously  troubled 
I  will  look  atthœ  no  more     Onfr"^5-     ^>>''  ''"' 

Bethink  thee  ^''^°'^''' f^°"'\^'^  »^  be-is  frknds. 
What  was-t.^-  Ai,,  -r  ;em^  erif  ."""'"^  LS'I 
-nay  but  coma  nearer  to  me;  I  fear  thou  wlhTot 
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SALOMÉ 

hear  my  words — Salonié,  thou  knowcst  my  white  pea- 
cocks,  my  bcautiful  wliitc  pvuciK'ks,  that  walk  in  the 
garilrii  l)c'twi'eii  tlic  niyrtli's  and  the  tall  cypress  trces. 
Tlit'ir  l)caks  arc  ^ildcd  with  ^old  and  tlic  crains  tliitt 
thcv  eut  are  sincarcd  witli  jfold,  atid  their  l'ect  are 
staiiied  witli  purple.  \Vlieii  tlicy  cry  out  the  rairi 
oinics,  and  the  nionn  sliows  licrselt'  in  the  licavens 
wheii  thcy  sprcail  tlicir  tuils.  ïwo  hy  two  they  walk 
betwfiii  tlie  cypress  trces  and  the  hiack  niyrtles,  and 
each  has  a  slave  to  tend  it.  Sometimes  they  lly  aeross 
the  trecs,  and  anon  thc)'  crnucli  in  the  grass,  and 
round  the  pcxils  of  the  water.  There  are  not  in  ail 
the  world  birds  so  wonderful.  I  know  that  Ca;sar 
himself  has  no  birds  so  fair  as  my  birds.  I  will  jçive 
thce  til'ty  of  niy  peacocks.  They  will  f"llow  thee 
whithtrsocver  thou  goest,  and  in  the  midst  of  them 
thou  wilt  be  like  unto  the  nioon  in  the  midst  of  a  great 
white  cloud.  ...  I  will  j^ive  them  to  thee  ail. 
I  hâve  but  a  hundred,  and  in  the  whole  world  there 
is  no  kinjf  who  has  peacocks  like  unto  my  peacocks. 
But  I  will  give  them  ail  to  thee.  Only  thou  must 
loose  me  from  my  oath,  and  must  not  ask  of  me 
that  which  thy  lips  hâve  asked  of  me.  [i/e  emptie» 
the  cup  of  wine,] 

SAI.OMÉ 

Give  me  the  head  of  Jokanaan. 

HEHODIAS 

Well  said,  my  dnughterl    As  for  you,  you  are 
ridiculous  with  your  [jcacocks. 
(iO 


SALOMÉ 

REHOD 

Ah!  thou  art  not  listeniriK  to  me.    Be  cnin,      i 

iliarve  fous  to  l(K)k  at      ï  1  „l  i"  •'>''*  *'""  '"'■ 

ruvs  of  «llv,  P    'i-r*      •■  '■'"'  ""'"  "'"""S  fliu  nt<l  u  itli 

cS  "ko  ,eif :;r'T;rti;""  ■'  '"";""''  """"' 

queen  thc.v  Ix'îl.e  ,":»  d      T     u  s  „  llT^    r," "'  '""  " 
two  kinds,  one  that  is  Î,I„?L    il.»     l'"^^' ""'^"i>>t'<  "f 

haye  opals  that  burn  ahvays,  with  a  flnni,.  tl.„f  •  i  i 
a  dead  woman.     I  hâve  m^'L'lo:, él'  ,,      .,,'^;,t  S,;;^^ 

hâve  chrysoLtes  and  béryls  and  chrysopras.rn,  d  r„î 
nf  ;h  1  r^  sardonyx  and  hyacù.tl,  stoncs.  and  s  onc, 
and  other  thm^s  wiU  I  add  to  them.  The  Khm  of 
the  Indies  has  but  even  now  sent  me  four  fans  fV,sh- 
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SALOMÉ 

îoned  from  the  feathers  of  parrots,  and  the  King  of 
Niimidia  a  garment  of  ostrich  feathers.  I  hâve  a 
crystal,  into  which  it  is  not  lawful  for  a  woman  to 
look,  nor  may  young  men  behold  it  until  they  hâve 
been  beaten  with  rods.  In  a  cofFer  of  nacre  I  hâve 
three  wondrous  turquoises.  He  who  wears  them  on 
his  forehead  can  imagine  things  which  are  not,  and 
he  who  carries  them  in  his  hand  can  turn  the  fruitful 
woman  into  a  woman  that  is  barren.  Thèse  are  great 
treasures  above  ail  price.  But  this  is  not  ail.  In  an 
ebony  coifer  I  hâve  two  cups,  amber,  that  are  like 
apples  of  pure  gold.  If  an  enemy  pour  poison  into 
thèse  cups  they  become  like  apples  of  silver.  In  a 
coffer  incrusted  with  amber  I  hâve  sandals  incrusted 
with  glass.  I  hâve  mantles  that  hâve  been  brought 
from  the  land  of  the  Seres,  and  bracelets  decked  about 
with  carbuncles  and  with  jade  that  come  from  the 
city  of  Euphrates.  .  .  .  Whet  desirest  thou 
more  than  this,  Salomé!  Tell  me  the  thing  that  thou 
desirest,  and  I  will  fjive  it  thee.  Ail  that  thou  askest 
I  will  give  thee,  save  one  thing  only.  I  will  give 
thee  ail  that  is  mine,  save  only  the  head  of  one  man. 
I  will  give  thee  the  mantle  of  the  high  priest.  I 
will  give  thee  the  veil  of  the  sanctuary. 

THE   JEWS 

Oh!  ohl 
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SALOME 

Give  me  the  head  of  Jokanaan. 
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SALOMÊ 

nmoD  [Sinking  back  in  hia  leaf] 

•   u  iJ'^,  *f'^^"  "'•'a*  sho  asksi    Of  a  truth  she 

.s  her  mother's  childl     [The  first  Soldier  apMe! 
HEEODiAs  draws  from  the  hand  of  the  Tetrarchthe 
nng  of  deathandgives it  to  the  Soldier,  t»ho straight. 
fay  bearsitto  the  Executioner.    The  Execumner 
looks  seared.]     Who  has  taken  my  ring?    Théré  was 
a  „„g  on  my  right  hand.     Who  has  drunk  my  wine? 
There  was  wine  m  my  cup.     It  was  full  of  wine 
Someone  has  drunk    tl    Ohl  surely  some  evil  wil 
befall  some  one     [r/,e  Executioner  goes  down  into 
HeZft'"-^,  .^\  Wherefore  did  I  give  my  oâïhl 
Hereafter,  let  no  kmg  swear  an  oathf   If  he  keep 
It  not,  ,t  ,s  ternble.  and  if  he  keep  it.  it  h  terrible  S 

HEBODIAS 

My  daughter  has  donc  well. 

HEROD 

I  am  sure  that  some  misfortune  will  happen. 
SAMMÉ  IShe  leans  over  the  cistern  and  listens] 
Ihere  is  no  sound.     I  hear  nothing.     Whv  does 

fo  kii?„,7T°"*'  }^''  ™"-  r^-  ^'  ""y  '»'«'  -S 

not  sutter.  .  .  .  strike,  strike,  Naaman,  strike, 
I  tell  you  .  .  No.  I  hear  nothing.  There  is 
a  silence,  a  terrible  sileiiee.  Ah!  something  has  fallen 
upon  the  ground.  I  heard  something  fall.  He  is 
afraid.  this  slave.     He  is  a  coward,  this  slave!    Let 
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salom£ 

soldiers  be  sent.  [She  aees  the  Page  of  Hehodias  and 
addresses  km.]  Come  thither,  thou  wert  the  friend 
of  him  who  is  dead,  wert  thou  not  ?  Well,  I  tell  thee, 
there  are  not  dead  men  enoujçh.  Go  to  the  soldiers 
and  bid  them  go  down  and  bring  me  the  thing  I  ask, 
the  thing  the  Tetrarch  has  promised  me,  the  thing 
that  is  mine.  [The  Page  recoils.  She  turns  to  the 
soldiers.]  Hither,  ye  soldiers.  Get  ye  down  into 
this  cistem  and  bring  me  the  head  of  this  man.  Te- 
trarch, Tetrarch,  command  your  soldiers  that  they 
bring  me  the  head  of  Jokanaan.  lA  huge  black  arm, 
the  arm  of  the  Executioner,  cornes  forth  from  the 
cistem,   bearing   on   a   silver   shield    the    head   of 

JOKANAAN.      SALOMÉ  SCisCS  it.      HEEOD  Mdes  Us  faCC 

with  his  cloak.  heeodias  smiles  and  fans  herself. 
The  Nazarenes  fall  on  their  knees  and  begin  to  pray.] 
Ahl  thou  wouldst  not  suffer  me  to  kiss  thy  mouth, 
Jokanaan.  Well,  I  will  kiss  it  now.  I  will  bite  it 
with  my  teeth  as  one  bites  a  ripe  fruit.  Yes,  I  will 
kiss  thy  mouth,  Jokanaan.  I  said  it;  did  I  not  say 
it?  Isaidit.  Ahl  I  will  kiss  it  now.  .  .  .  But, 
wherefore  dost  thou  not  look  at  me,  Jokanaan?  Thine 
eyes  that  were  so  terrible,  so  full  of  rage  and  scom, 
are  shut  now.  Wherefore  are  they  shut  ?  Open  thine 
eyes!  Lift  up  thine  eyelids,  Jokanaan  1  Wherefore 
dost  thou  not  look  at  me?  Art  thou  afraid  of  me, 
Jokanaan,  that  thou  wilt  not  look  at  me?  .  .  . 
And  thy  tongue,  that  was  like  a  red  snake  darting 
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SALOMÉ 

poison,  itmoves  no  more,  it  speaks  no  words,  Jokj,- 
naan,  that  scarlet  viper  that  spat  its  venom  upon  me. 
It  is  strange,  is  it  not?  How  is  it  that  the  red  viper 
stirs  no  longer?  ,     Thou  wouldst  hâve  none 

ot  me,  Jokanaan.     Thou  rejectedst  me.     Thou  didst 
speak  evil  words  against  me.     Thou  didst  bear  thvself 
toward  me  as  to  a  harlot,  as  to  a  woman  that  is  a 
wanton,  to  me,  Salomé,  daughter  of  Herodias,  Prin- 
cess  of  Judœa!    Well,  I  still  live,  but  thou  8-t  dead. 
and  thy  head  belongs  to  me.    I  can  do  with  it  what 
V.U      •    <="il,*'"°«'  it  to  the  dogs  and  to  the  birds 
of  the  air.     That  which  the  dogs  leave,  the  birds  of 
vhe  air  shaU  devour.     .    .    .    Ah,  Jokanaan,  thou 
wert  the  man  that  I  loved  alone  among  men.     AU 
?v  M  ™S; '^ere  hateful  to  me.    But  thou  wert  beau- 
?*,  '  ,    .,y  °°"y  ^"*  *  column  of  ivory  set  upon 
ffft  of  silver.     It  was  a  garden  fuU  of  doves  and 
hhes  of  silver.    It  was  a  tower  of  silver  decked  with 
shields  of  ivory.     There  was  nothing  in  the  world 
so  white  as  thy  body.    There  was  nothing  in  the 
world  so  black  as  thy  hair.    In  the  whole  world  there 
was  nothmg  so  red  as  thy  mouth.     Thy  voice  was  a 
censer  that  scattered  strange  perfumes,  and  when  I 
looked  on  thee  I  heard  a  strange  music.     Ah!  where- 
fore  didst  thou  not  look  at  me,  Jokanaan?    With  the 
cloak  of  thine  hands  and  with  the  cloak  of  thy  blas- 
phemies  thou  didst  hide  thy  face.     Thou  didst  put 
upon  thine  eyes  the  eovering  of  him  who  would  see 
his  God.    Well,  thou  hast  seen  thy  God,  Jokanaan, 
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SALOMÊ 

but  me,  me,  thou  didst  never  see.  If  thou  ..adst  seen 
me  thou  hadst  loved  me.  I  saw  thee,  and  I  loved  thee. 
Oh,  how  I  loved  theel  I  love  thee  yet,  Jokanaan,  I 
love  only  thee.  .  .  .  I  am  athirst  for  thy  beauty; 
I  am  hungry  for  thy  body;  and  neither  wine  nor 
apples  can  appease  my  désire.  What  shall  I  do  now, 
Jokanaan?  Neither  the  floods  nor  the  gresA  waters 
can  quench  my  passion.  I  was  a  princess,  and  thou 
didst  scom  me.  I  was  a  virgin,  and  thou  didst  take 
inv  virginity  f rom  me.  I  was  chaste,  and  thou  didst 
itl  my  veins  '".ith  fire.  .  .  .  Ahl  ahl  wherefore 
d  s-t  thou  not  look  at  me?  If  thou  hadst  looked  at 
me  thou  hadst  loved  me.  Well  I  know  that  thou 
wouldst  hâve  loved  me,  and  the  mystery  of  love  is 
greater  than  the  mystery  of  death. 

HEEOD 

She  is  monstrous,  thy  daughter,  I  tell  thee  she  is 
monstrous.  In  truth,  what  she  bas  done  is  a  great 
crime.  I  am  sure  that  it  is.  A  crime  against  some 
unknovm  God. 

HEK0DIA8 

I  am  well  pleased  with  my  daughter.  She  has 
done  well.    And  I  would  stay  hère  now. 

Hebod  [RUing'] 

Ah!    There  speaks  my  brotber's  wife!    Corne!  I 
will  not  stay  in  this  place.    Come,  I  tell  thee.    Surely 
some  terrible  thing  will  befall.    Manasseh,  Issadar, 
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SALOMÉ 

Zias,  put  out  the  torches.  I  wiU  not  look  at  thinM. 
I  wiU  not  suffer  things  to  look  at  me.  Put  ou  thé 
torches  1  Hidethemoonl  Hide  the  stars  1  Let  us 
be  afraîd  ^^^  ""  "^  ^*'*'*'  ^^''°^'^^-  I  begin  to 
[The  slaves  put  out  the  torches.  The  stars  disap- 
pear.  A  great  cloud  crosses  the  moon  and  conceals 
it  compicœly.  The  stage  becomes  quite  dark.  The 
letrarch  begins  to  climb  the  staircase.] 

THE  VOICE  OF  SALOMÉ 

^if^JJ  ''^^e  kissed  thy  mouth,  Jokanaan,  I  hâve 
bssed^y  mouth.  There  was  a  bitter  tastê  on  my 
hps.  Was  it  the  taste  of  blood?  ,  .  .  Nav  but 
perchance  it  was  the  taste  of  love.  .  ,  Thev 
say  that  love  hath  a  bitter  taste.  ...  But  what 
matter?  what  matter?    I  hâve  kissed  thy  mouth. 

HEHOD  [Turning  round  and  seeing  salomè] 

Kill  that  woman! 

IThe  soldiers  rush  forward  and  crush  beneaih  their 
jt^f^°"^'^'  ^''^^*^''  °f  HEEODiAs,  Pnncess  of 

CUETAIN 


I  I 

•ely 
lar, 
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AN  OPENING  SCENE  WHIITEN  BY 

T.  STURGE  MOORE.  ESQ., 

FOK  THE  ACTING  VEHSION  OF 

A  FLORENTINE  TRAGEDY 


DRAMATIS  PERSON^ 

GUIDOBARDI,  a  Fl.„„ti„e  Prince. 

SIMONE,  a  Merchant 
BIANCA,  his  Wife. 
MARIA,  a  Tire-woman. 
The  action  take,  plact  ai  Florenc. 


A  FLORENTINE  TRAGEDY 
Head. 

A.  ihe  Curtain  Rue.  Enter  BUmca.  ^H  her  Sen^n,.  Maria. 


HABIA 


Certain  and  sure,  the  apng  is  Guido  Bardi 
A  lovely  lord,  a  lord  wh^e  bl^d  «  bfi 

BIANCA 

But  where  did  he  receive  "ou? 

MABM 

In  .yonder  palace,  in  a  painted  haut'"'  ''"*  '^""^ 
Pa.n  ed  w,th  naked  women  on  the  walls- 

K.  '^"'^  !  ™'"'"°"  """>  °r  blush  or  smile 
But  he  seemed  not  to  heed  them.  bein/aTôrd. 

BIANCA 


1 


A  FLORENTINE  TRAGEDY 


MASIA 

Why,  liow  know  I  there  is  a  God  in  bcivenf 
Because  the  aiif^els  hâve  a  master  sur.iy, 
So  tn  this  Ior<l  they  boweil,  al!  othcrs  Inwed, 
And  swept  the  marble  Aa),/,,  dotflnff  tlieir  caps, 
With  the  gay  phimes.     iitcause  hc  stiffly  said, 
And  seemed  to  §ee  me  as  those  folk  are  tteen 
That  will  be  never  seen  again  by  you, 
"Woman,  your  mistrcss  then  returns  this  purse 
Of  fort;,   'housand  crowns,  is  it  flfty  thousand? 
Corne  name  the  sum  will  buy  me  grâce  of  lier." 

r.'.  .<CA 

AV'hat,  were  there  forty  thousond  crowns  therein? 

MAXIA 

I  know  it  was  ail  gold;  heavy  with  ,7old. 

BIANCA 

It  murt  be  he,  none  else  could  gire  so  '  -ich, 

MABIA 

'Tis  he,  'tis  my  lord  Guido,  Guido  Bardi. 

BIANCA 

What  said  youl 

MABIA 

I,  I  said  my  mistress  never 
Looked  at  the  gold,  never  opened  the  purse, 
Never  counted  a  coin.    But  asked  again 


1? 
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WhaUhe  had  «skcd  bcl\  ,^  "How  young  you  lookedf 
How  lian,  »on,e  your  lord^l.ip  lookcd  !  Wh»t  doub,et 
yur  majesty  had  onf  wLt  ehain,.  what  Jm^  * 
Upon  yuur  revtred  legs?"    And  curta^ed  L    . 

BIANfA 

VVhat  said  he? 

MABIA 

"M..   I,       1      ^"'^"yeJ  I.  and  he  repUed, 
Has  she  a  lover  then  beside  that  old 

isThi--'"""'  "'  "  "  ''^  '•'"  ^°^*^  "y  Godl 

BIANCA 

WeU? 

MAKIA 

Curtseyed  I  low  and  said 
Not  him.  my  lord,  nor  you.  nor  no  man  else. 
Thou^art  nch.  my  lord,  and  honoured.  my  lord;  and 

Though  not  so  rich  is  honoured    ..." 

BIANCA 

I  never  bid  you  say  a  word  of  tha^"'"'  ^  ^~'' 

MABIA 

I  said,    She  loves  h.m  not.  my  lord,  nor  loves 
Any  man  ebe.    Yet  she  might  like  to  love. 
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If  she  were  loved  by  one  who  pleased  her  well; 
For  she  is  weary  of  spinning  long  alone. 
She  is  not  rich  and  yet  she  is  not  poor;  but  young 
She  is,  my  lord,  and  you  are  young. 
(Pauses  smiling.) 

BIANCA 

Quick,  quickl 

MARIA 

There,  there!    'Twas  but  to  show  you  how  I  smiled 
Saying  the  lord  was  young.     It  took  him  too; 
For  he  said,  "This  will  do!    If  I  should  call 
To-night  to  pay  respect  unto  your  lovely — 
Our  lovely  mistress,  tell  her  that  I  said, 
Our  lovely  mistress,  shall  I  be  received?" 
And  I  said,  "Yes."    "Then  say  I  come  and  if 
AU  else  is  well  let  her  throv/  down  some  favour, 
When  as  I  pass  below."    He  should  be  therel 
Look  from  the  balcony;  he  should  be  therel — 
And  there  he  is,  dost  see? 

BIANCA 

Some  favour.    Yes. 
This  ribbon  weighted  by  this  brooch  will  do. 
Maria,  be  you  busy  near  within,  but,  till 
I  call  take  care  you  enter  not.    Go  down 
And  let  the  young  lord  in,  for  hark,  he  knocks. 

[Exit  Maria.'] 
Great  ladies  might  he  choose  from  and  yet  he 
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ah,  there  my  fear  isl    Was  he 


Is  drawn 
drawn 

■out  II  j    Ah  ifl  he  is  a  wandenW  bee 
Mère  gallant  taster.  who  befools  Kflôwers 

Of  «Iks  and  g^;'£tâdef  T^-  °/  "^'^•^*'' 

The  web  is  silver  over-wrought  with  roses 
Il  must  be  that.    Pray  wait  for  I  wiU  fetch  it. 

GUIDO 

Nay,  nay,  thou  gracious  wonder  of  a  loom 

More  cunnmg  far  than  those  of  Luccn 

By  hunch-back  weavers  woven  toilsJmely 
If  such  are  pnced  at  fifty  thousand  cro'^s 
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It  shames  me,  for  I  hoped  to  buy  a  fabric 
For  which  a  hundred  thousand  then  were  little. 

BIANCA 

A  hundred  thousand  was  it  that  you  said? 
Nay,  poor  Simone  for  so  great  a  sum 
Would  sell  you  everything  the  house  contains. 
The  thought  of  such  a  sum  doth  daze  the  brains 
Of  merchant  folk  who  live  such  lives  as  ours. 

GUIDO 

Would  he  sell  everything  this  house  contains? 
And  everyone,  would  he  sell  everyone? 

BIANCA 

Oh,  everything  and  everyone,  my  lord, 
Uiiless  it  were  himself  ;  he  values  not 
A  woman  as  a  velvet,  or  a  wife 
At  half  the  price  of  silver-threaded  woof. 


;  I: 


Then  I  would  strike  a  bargain  with  him  straight. 

BIANCA 

He  is  from  home;  may  be  will  sleep  from  home; 
But  I,  my  lord,  can  show  you  ail  we  bave; 
Can  measure  eUs  and  sum  their  price,  my  lord. 

GUIDO 

It  is  thyself,  Bumca,  I  would  buy. 
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BIANCA 

O,  then,  my  lord,  it  must  hp  witi,  c- 

GUIDO 
BIANCA 

My  Jord.  there  is  no  reason  you  should  stay 

îL^"^o„"rrre;fr„îKf''^*'  ^™' 

ForlwasbomtoreïSîthS' 

BIANCA  •      •      . 

To  buy  the  fairest  things  that  can  be  bought. 

GUIDO 

T ?n'  ^'T"^    '^'^^'-  «e  with  scom 
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BIANCA 

It  is  so  much  thy  habit  to  buy  love, 
Or  that  which  is  for  sale  and  labelled  love, 
Hardly  couldst  thou  conceive  of  priceless  love. 
But  though  my  love  bas  never  been  for  sale 
I  bave  been  in  a  market  bought  and  sold. 

OUIDO 

This  is  some  riddle  w'iicb  thy  sweet  wit  reads 
To  baffle  mine  and  mock  me  yet  again. 

BIANCA 

My  marriage,  sir,  I  speak  of  marriage  now, 
That  common  market  where  my  husband  went 
And  prides  himself  he  made  a  bargain  then. 

Guroo 

The  wretched  chapman,  how  I  hâte  his  souL 

BIANCA 

He  was  a  better  bidder  than  thyself, 

And  knew  with  whom  to  deal    .     .    .    he  did  not 

speak 
Of  gold  to  me,  but  in  my  father's  ear 
He  made  it  clink:  to  me  he  spoke  of  love. 
Honest  and  free  and  open  without  price. 

Gunx) 

O  white  Bianca,  lovely  as  the  moon, 
The  light  of  thy  pure  soûl  and  shining  wit 
Shows  me  my  shame,  and  makes  the  thing  I  was 
Slink  like  a  shadow  from  the  thing  I  am. 
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BIANCA 

Let  that  which  casts  the  shadow  act  mv  Inr^ 
Themselves  so  far  they  ca„„ot  be  recaS 

GUIDO 

Nobility  is  hère,  not  in  the  court. 

BIANCA 

And  shall  not  be  by  tinsel  phrases  b^ght 

GUIDO  * 

Dispute  no  more,  witty,  divine  Bianca- 
Sofetcrthrj:or  \l'%^  •'^°"'?l"W  lute. 
Sup  m  the  hanging  gardens  of  the  kin«r 
Askgh  u,  heaven  as  those  towered-gardens  hang. 
My  husband  may  retum.  we  are  not  safe 

GUIDO 

Didst  thou  not  say  that  he  would  sleep  from  home? 
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BIAMCA 

He  was  not  sure,  he  said  it  might  be  so. 

He  was  not  surt— and  he  would  send  my  aunt 

To  «leep  with  me,  if  he  did  so  décide. 

And  she  bas  not  yet  corne. 

avmo  [Starting'] 

Hark,  what's  that? 
IThey  bsten,  the  sounâ  of  Maria'»  voice  in  anger 
•aiith  aome  ane  U  faintly  heard.'\ 

BIANCA 

It  is  Maria  scolds  some  gossip  crone. 

GUIDO 

I  thought  the  other  voice  had  been  a  man's. 

BIANCA 

Ail  still  again,  old  crones  are  often  grufif. 
You  should  be  gone,  my  lord. 

oumo 

„  _  ,  ,  0>  sweet  Biancal 

How  can  I  leave  thee  nowl    Thy  beauty  made 
Two  captives  of  my  eyes,  and  they  were  mad 
To  feast  them  on  thy  form,  but  now  thy  wit, 
The  liberated  perfume  of  a  bud, 
Which  while  a  bud  seemed  perf  ect,  but  now  is 
That  which  can  make  its  fonner  self  forgot: 
How  can  I  leave  the  flower  who  loved  the  leaf  ? 
Till  now  I  was  the  richest  prince  in  Florence. 
10 
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CanstteUmewhatloveis? 

GUIDO 

The  union  of  twn  mi.,j.  x         ^*  **  consent. 

BUNCA 

Hâve  anything  frone'^lSsIÏ.  "^  '"'^" 

OUIDO 

**  cnange  and  counter  chanire 

BIANCA  ■ 

II 


ouiso 
Corne. 
It  is 
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Love  is  love,  a  kiss,  a  close  embrace. 


BIANCA 

My  husband  calls  that  love 
When  he  hath  slanimed  his  weekly  ledger  to. 

OUIDO 

I  find  my  wit  no  better  match  for  thine 
Than  thou  art  match  for  an  old  crabbed  man; 
But  I  am  sure  my  youth  a  .d  strength  and  blood 
Keep  better  tune  with  beauty  gay,  and  bright, 
As  thine  is,  than  lean  âge  and  miser  toil. 

BIANCA 

Well  said,  well  said,  I  think  he  would  not  dare 
To  face  thee,  more  than  owls  dare  face  the  sun; 
He's  the  bent  shadow  such  a  form  as  thine 
Might  cast  upon  a  dung  heap  by  the  road, 
Though  should  it  fall  upon  a  proper  floor 
'Twould  be  at  once  a  better  man  than  he. 

oumo 

Your  merchant  living  in  the  dread  of  loss 

Becomes  perforée  a  coward,  eats  hi'5  heart. 

DuU  soûls  they  are,  who,  like  caged  prisoners,  watch 

And  envy  others  joy;  they  taste  no  food 

But  what  its  cost  b  présent  to  their  thought. 
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WANCA 

And  with  a  sHier?!'^'"'  T"*  """^ 
The  cost  of  «hat  I  wear  '"'  ''"  ~"''"' 

OUIDO 

Corne,  corne,  escanp  f^^       Forjfet  him  quite. 

A»  a  bright'bSvïraC£>'"T""^^' 
And  nest  with  ,»,„        "'raKs  spuiers  web. 

Wherê  we^S  Tove"Tfh  *''T /r'  '">«-". 
Till  yesterday  were  „h„.  H  ^^  '"'"*  "'^  '^-l 

%  the  .reat^daZ7fïï;ai~  llr^^"^ 

BIANCA 

Will  I  not  corne? 

GUIDO 

They  ..,te  tbeir  ti.e°;,r,td"eVo"ef  Ci  ^^^ 

].■) 
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We  will  away  to  hill»,  red  roses  clothe, 
And  though  Uie  persons  who  did  haunt  that  dream 
Live  on,  they  shall  by  distance  dwindled,  seem 
No  bigjîer  than  the  smallest  ear  of  corn, 
That  cowers  at  the  pasaing  of  a  bird. 
And  silent  shall  they  seem,  out  of  ear-shot, 
Those  voices  that  could  jar,  while  we  gaze  back 
From  rosy  caves  upon  the  hill-brow  open, 
And  ask  ourselvea  if  what  we  see  is  not 
A  picture  merely,— if  dusty,  dingy  lives 
Continue  there  to  choke  themselves  with  mahce. 
Wilt  thou  not  corne,  Bianca?    Wilt  thou  notî 

[A  lound  <m  the  ëtair.] 

OUIDO 

What's  that? 

IThe  door  open*,  they  separate  guuttly,  and  the 
uiband  enter».] 
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